Shattered Realities by Kyarorain 


Category: [OD000| Golden Sun Series 
Genre: Gen 

Language: English 

Status: Completed 

Published: 2003-10-18 

Updated: 2003-10-18 

Packaged: 2021-01-09 11:04:27 
Rating: Teen And Up Audiences 
Warnings: Creator Chose Not To Use Archive Warnings 
Chapters: 7 

Words: 36,253 

Publisher: archiveofourown.org 
Summary: 


A sunny, hot day turns out to be a disaster as Jenna finds 
herself thrown into a parallel world. Will she able to get back 
or is she stuck forever? 


1. Chapter1 


Shattered Realities 


This is a weird idea | conjured up late one night in bed... and 
yes, my ideas are strange at night. And it's Jenna centric. 
Another one. 


Camelot owns Golden Sun! 


Summer Daze 


It was a particularly hot day of midsummer, the sun bright 
and radiating intense heat over the newly awoken world of 
Weyard. Ever since the unleashing of the Golden Sun a few 
days ago, Weyard seemed to have come to life. New life was 
born from the earth as nature flourished and the world grew. 
And a new village was being rebuilt from ruins. 


Something had been lost in the Golden Sun's rising, in the 
unleash of the power of Alchemy. Mt. Aleph and Vale had 
sunken into the ground, to be buried forever under the 
earth, in the heart of Weyard. Many lives had been lost too, 
people who lived in Vale had either ignored the Wise One's 
warning or somehow missed it, and found themselves falling 
down with their home. 


The Adepts did not simply give up and find new places to 
live. Even now, on this hot day, they toiled away, building 


houses from scratch and digging wells, after hours of 
searching for water sources. Once the structures for the 
buildings were complete, they would have to go and buy 
furniture and food supplies. It was a long haul, but nothing 
was too hard for anybody to accomplish. 


"Ow!" Isaac reached up and slapped a midget which had 
decided to have a snack. He grumpily discarded of the 
predatory insect and rubbed the sore spot on his neck, 
resting on the dirtied shovel which he held. Isaac was 
currently digging a hole for the foundations of the next 
house to be built. He had already tried using his Gaia 
Psynergy to make holes, but discovered that it made very 
uneven holes and left giant chunks of earth all over the 
place. 


The blond Venus Adept craned his neck until he could see 
Felix also digging up the ground. Felix was of course still 
hard at work although he was somewhat messy with his 
style of throwing earth into the air. Felix, being a fellow 
Venus Adept, had also tried his own Psynergy, but Scoop 
had not had the desired effect, simply putting the disturbed 
earth back into its original place, so he too was reduced to 
using a shovel. 


Elsewhere, Garet was hard at work trying to dislodge some 
rocks embedded into the soil. He grabbed a sharp edge with 
his broad gloved hands, slipped his knee under and started 
straining to pull it out, grunting heavily. A large bead of 
sweat tricked down Garet's head, narrowly missing his eye. 


"You're grunting like a pig, Garet," said a new voice. Garet 
stopped what he was doing with an exhausted sigh and 
looked up curiously, wiping the sweat from his face and 
adding smudges of dirt. 


"So?" Garet grumbled, glowering at Picard, his Lemurian 
friend. "And shouldn't you be doing some work too? You'll be 
in trouble for slacking. My dad says | got to work..." 


"Quite rightly so," Picard nodded, reaching up and adjusting 
his poncho, running a hand through his aquamarine hair. "I 
was helping with the waterworks, but that has been done, so 
| am having a quick break. | could help you with that 
though, looks fairly difficult." 


"Ok, help me then," Garet tensed against the rock again, his 
features creasing and showing the strain that he felt from 
having to pull resisting boulders out of the ground, such 
obstacles that did not come so lightly when requested and 
he longed for the day when there would be no more to pull 
out. "This blighter's really hard to get out!" 


"No problem," Picard swiftly positioned himself next to the 
rock. The two men started straining together, putting all the 
force they could muster against the large, imposing rock. It 
began to shift slowly out of the ground, before emerging 
with a satisfying groan and rolling over on top of Garet's 
foot. He softly uttered a curse word, swiftly removing his foot 
from under the rock and jumped about whimpering in pain. 


"That wasn't too hard," said Picard lightly as if all he had 
been doing was plucking a mere feather from a bedsheet, 
brushing some dirt off his stained hands. "When you're as 
old as me, you'll have the strength of a Golem." He 
experimentally flexed the muscles on one arm to show Garet 
what he meant, for he did have particularly large muscles 
and was an interesting spectacle to many people, 
particularly girls. 


"As old as you?" Garet looked at him incredulously, holding 
his wounded foot for a few seconds before landing on his 


backside. "Oof!" He glared at the inanimate rock instead, 
dreading the moment when he would have to dislodge yet 
another one. Work was hard, when you had to rebuild an 
entire village. The somewhat harassed Mars Adept looked 
around miserably at the newly constructed buildings, many 
of them still unfinished. He just wanted to be at home, 
eating his mother's cooking, but for the moment, the 
Valeans were stuck with sleeping in Vault and working all 
day. 


"Yes, | am a Lemurian, remember?" Picard reminded him, 
stretching his arms out and yawning. "I'm beat... surely it 
should be time to take a supper break about now?" As if on 
cue, Garet's stomach suddenly rumbled loudly, provoking an 
amused grin from the Lemurian. 


"Yes, definitely," grumbled Garet. "I am very hungry, | wish 
someone would go and get some food or something... it's so 
unfair, I'm getting clobbered by rocks and having to wait for 
my mealtimes." He moodily snatched up a lump of earth in 
his hand and rubbed fiercely at it, crumbling it to dust. 


Luckily for Garet, the prospect of supper was not too far off. 
Anybody looking out beyond the boundaries of the site 
would have noticed two girls coming towards the soon-to-be 
village, both of them clutching baskets in their hands, 
covered with red check cloths that hid nutritious food for the 
hard working, weary labourers. Mia walked with a skip in her 
step, swinging her basket back and forth. Her long blue hair 
streamed backwards in the breeze and she wore a smile on 
her face. It was nice to help people out, reward them for 
their hard work with meals which they needed anyway. Mia 
was sure that Garet would be especially happy to get food. 
Sheba walked quickly as well, although she did not swing 
the basket like Mia. She was eager to see how much work 
would have been completed in one day, discover just how 


hard working everybody was. Sheba had noticed a fair bit of 
progress yesterday, but if there was not as much progress 
today, then they might have to be punished, she thought 
with a devious smirk, but then she looked sideways at Mia 
and decided that Mia would probably not let her anyway. 


"Supper!" Mia called out, her loud voice ringing clearly 
through the land, and tired workers were immediately filled 
with new energy as they heard her call out, for she was 
bringing supper. Frantic workers looked around furtively 
until they spotted Mia and Sheba walking into the centre of 
the site. Baskets were set down and hungry labourers 
flocked to them, expectantly waiting for food. 


"Hey, women first!" Jenna exclaimed, pushing to the front of 
the crowd. "We women have been labouring very hard, 
toiling all day, and the men are big and strong, they can last 
longer, so women first! Okay?" 


"You're the only woman helping," Mia pointed out with a 
wink. "But alright, I'll give you some food first. What did you 
do today then?" She asked as she reached down, pulling 
back the cloth and picking up a wrapped filled roll, which 
she then tossed to Jenna who caught it neatly. 


"| have been helping to stack up lumber," Jenna said 
proudly. "At this rate | might end up with Picard-size 
muscles." Mia could not help giggling at the thought of 
Jenna with 'Picard-size muscles’. Jenna disappeared back 
into the crowd, breaking through and walking off to find a 
spot to tuck into her roll. 


"Hold it!" Sheba said sharply as men began to jostle each 
other, trying to get to her basket. "Anybody who pushes will 
not get any food!" The shocked men immediately froze in 
place and numbly took food as Sheba handed it to them, 


hurriedly running off with it and rushing to find places to 
eat. 


"Everybody's getting food, Sheba," Mia reminded her with a 
wry grin as she handed out food to the eager labourers. "But 
if it works that well, then... I'm not complaining!" She 


giggled. 


"You took a long time," Garet said reproachfully as he took a 
roll from Mia's hand. "Can | have another roll as well?" He 
tentatively reached towards her basket as if Mia might let 
him. 


"Oi!" Mia gently slapped his hand away. "It's one roll per 
person so that everybody can get one. Now off you go Garet, 
be a good boy and eat your food." 


"Alright, fine," Garet grumbled and trundled off, eagerly 
unwrapping his roll and cramming it into his mouth, 
moaning in delight as he chewed vigorously on the supper 
he felt that he had been waiting for for a very long time. 


"Can | have more than one roll please?" Felix pleaded of 
Sheba, clutching a roll in one hand and giving her wide, 
pleading eyes. "I am very hungry, and | am the one who 
saved the world. Please?" 


"No," Sheba shook her head, grinning from ear to ear. 
“Everybody has to has something to eat. If we gave more 
than one roll to everybody that asked, we would probably be 
out of them with about twenty people left." 


"You're so mean, Sheba," Felix whined jokingly, turning and 
escaping the crowd, rushing off to eat his treasured roll. 
Sheba chuckled and continued to hand out helpings, giving 
Garet a severe brushing off as he tried to gain second 
helpings from her. 


Finally, the crowds had disappeared and everybody who had 
previously been clustered around Mia and Sheba were now 
vigorously eating their rolls, sitting in various places all over 
the building site. 


"Whew," Mia rolled up her cloth and stuffed it in the now 
empty basket, wiping her brow. "It's the same every day. 
Hectic crowds clamouring for their food." 


"I know," Sheba swung her basket over her shoulder, stuffing 
the cloth into it and turning around. "But | Suppose 
someone's got to take food to them. Now we have to take 
these baskets back to Vault." 


“How do you think the progress is going?" Mia asked, picking 
up her basket. She had not been quite as observant as 
Sheba had been, and often asked her when she wanted to 
know how hard working everybody was and how far they 
had managed to get. The sooner Vale was rebuilt, the better. 


"Not bad," Sheba commented, walking briskly with a spring 
in her step for the basket was now much lighter. "The 
building's been going at a pretty steady rate. No increase 
unfortunately, but luckily no decrease. They would be in 
very big trouble if they slacked off, wouldn't they, Mia?" 


"Oh yes," Mia grinned, walking behind Sheba and walking 
quickly, eager to get to Vault quickly so that they could get 
back before nightfall. "Very big trouble." 


When Mia and Sheba finally returned to the Vale building 
site, the sun was already beginning to dip towards the 
horizon. The blue sky was now tinged with rosy pink with a 
hint of reddish gold, and a few clouds dotted the firmament, 
puffy and light with small tails tugging at either side. The 
puffs of water vapour were small enough to signify that it 
would be a few days yet until rain would come, so everybody 


could sit outside happy in the knowledge that no rain would 
come to drive them away to shelter. 


The girls immediately seeked out their travelling 
companions as soon as they came into the village and found 
them sitting besides a skeletal hunk of scaffolding that 
could soon pass for a nearly complete building, although it 
was still only one floor and only the outline had been formed 
so far. Their position meant that they were almost 
completely out of the breeze and it was quite comfortable 
where they sat. 


"Hey, here comes the non-workers!" Jenna spoke up chirpily 
as she saw them. "You two must be bright eyed and bushy- 
tailed, unlike the rest of us!" 


"Think again, Jenna," Mia advised, dropping down in an 
empty space between Isaac and Garet and carefully tucking 
her robes under her legs. "Me and Sheba worked hard all day 
preparing food for everybody." 


"And we appreciate it very much," Garet spoke up. "Except 
I'm still kinda annoyed that | could only have one roll. You 
two are very mean to us." 


“Considering we saved the world, we should have more than 
one, huh?" Felix teased as Sheba sat down next to him. "No, 
I'm kidding, | understand why. Garet, just drop it, you're 
never going to get more than your fair share." 


"Aww..." Garet looked downcast, staring moodily at the 
ground and being decidedly sulky. He would love to have 
more food as usual, but it looked like he was not going to be 
that lucky. 


"Lets just change the subject," Isaac spoke up over Garet's 
grumbling, deciding that everybody might be getting tired 


of complaints. "So, Sheba, what do you think of our work 
today? You have been very... studious..." 


"She's just trying to find excuses to punish us," Ivan 
quipped. "So everybody's keeping on their toes and working 
hard to escape the Wrath of Sheba." 


"Watch it," Sheba warned with a sly grin. "Otherwise you 
might end up meeting my wrath. | think that the progress 
has been somewhat average. It is disappointing though that 
there's been no increase. You need to work harder and 
faster, boys." 


"Boys?" Jenna cut in pretending to be outraged. "Do | look 
like one? I've been working as well, working to the bone 
against all those big clumsy men and trying to help build 
houses." 


"And we're left in her wake as she springs about doing her 
work faster than us," Isaac admitted. "I'm not sure where she 
gets her energy from!" 


"I've done a lot of work too!" Felix boasted, puffing out his 
chest. "People have been saying that | am very hard working 
and | really am-" 


"Actually, you've mostly been digging holes and stacking 
lumber," Picard pointed out. "I was working on the 
waterworks and that was fairly difficult. | would say you had 
it easy, and being a Venus Adept must help!" 


"Not that well," Isaac protested. "I tried using Gaia but all it 
did was create messy holes and leave great big chunks of 
rock all over the place!" 


"And | tried using Scoop," Felix hung his head. 


"Except Scoop didn't work because the earth usually only 
falls back where it used to be," Jenna spoke up, knowing 
from experience. "But | Suppose it doesn't hurt to 
experiment." 


"Venus Adepts reduced to using shovels," Picard shook his 
head. "You'd at least think that there would be Psynergy for 
making holes and making them stay there." 


"Yes, blinking small holes," Garet piped up. "But we've got to 
dig freaking huge holes for the houses." 


"And | as a Mercury Adept have been helping with 
waterworks naturally," Picard added. "They have been 
completed pretty much, but it's a bit daunting considering | 
am the only Water Adept there." 


"A pity | was busy in the kitchen then," Mia smiled. "And 
what have our dear Wind and Fire Adepts been up to?" 


"The usual," Ivan shrugged casually. "But I've been helping 
with stacking and scaffolding, and I can easily get up to high 
places so I'm pretty helpful." 


"| have been lugging rocks," said Garet gloomily. "Picard had 
to help me dislodge a blooming big rock and it went and 
rolled onto my foot. It hurt." 


"Poor baby," Jenna teased, poking him in the arm. "You 
didn't cry or anything, did you?" 


"No," Garet said shortly, glowering at her. "I never cry. You're 
the one who cries- eep!" He was promptly grabbed in a 
necklock and looked up into the demonic eyes of Jenna. "I... 
apologise?" 


"Knock it off," Felix grinned. "You've both cried, alright?" He 
noticed their glares in his direction and feigned innocence. 
"What did I say?" 


Sheba was silent, looking at the sky as the sun started to 
sink past the horizon. Sol was now going to bed and Luna 
would come to bathe the world in moonlight. The sky was 
darkening, a deep red hue surrounding the skyline and 
Sheba was slightly unsettled by the colour. It seemed to be 
deeper and darker than normal, although she could not 
explain it that well. 


"Don't like the sunset, Sheba?" Ivan sensed what Sheba was 
feeling. "I guess it does look kind of creepy, but it's still 
beautiful, isn't it?" 


"Yeah, | guess," Sheba looked away from the sky and 
exhaled deeply. "Well, it's going to get dark pretty soon. 
Shouldn't we be setting off back to Vault now?" 


"You're right," Felix got to his feet and stretched his arms, 
yawning widely. "I am exhausted! | think I'm going to have 
to be carried back..." 


"| don't see any volunteers though," Isaac pointed out with a 
smirk as he also got to his feet. "Looks like you'll have to 
carry yourself back to Vault or sleep here." 


"Hmm... I'll walk back," Felix said finally. "I don't like the idea 
of sleeping out here." 


"Wise choice," Mia got up. "Come on, we've got to get back 
now." 


"I am going to need a bath," Jenna grimaced as she stood up 
and looked at her clothes. "I don't mind being dirty | 
suppose, but a woman's got to look good! This is terrible." 


"Oh, Jenna," Garet stood and beamed at her. "You look good, 
no matter what." 


"Cut out the flirting,” Jenna shot him a Look and Garet 
immediately shut up, not willing to discover what would 
happen if he argued with her. 


"Right, off we go!" Picard jumped up and started marching 
back to Vault. Everybody else immediately rushed 
alongside, all of them eager to get back to Vault, especially 
the workers so that they could have a good nights sleep and 
ease their tired, aching joints. 


"lam exhausted," Ivan moaned as he staggered along with 
his companions. "I don't think | can make it." 


"Of course you can," Sheba pushed him. Ivan yelped and 
kept up his pace, not willing to be pushed around by Sheba 
who could be particularly evil sometimes. 


Unfortunately for the hard workers who had devoted their 
time to trying to rebuild Vale, the next day was possibly one 
of the worst ever days to work. The reason for this was that 
the temperature had decided to peak to new heights, 
perhaps almost boiling point itself. The sun flared high up in 
the sky, unforgiving and scorching Weyard with blazing heat 
and blinding people with glaring light. Still there were few 
clouds up in the sky, thin and wispy, so no rain would come 
for the parched vegetation that was beaten down by the 
sun, wiltering and withering away under its fierce stare. 


"This is bloody murder," Garet whined softly as he 
discovered another boulder that he had missed yesterday. 
Fortunately it was not stuck in the ground but it still had to 
be rolled out of the way. Garet rubbed his eyes and yawned, 
for the heat was making him drowsy. "Oh, sod it!" He kicked 
the boulder fiercely and yelped as it caused his foot to hurt. 


"Alright, fine!" yelled Garet. "I'm getting rid of you, you 
dumb rock!" 


Isaac could clearly see and hear Garet from where he stood, 
leaning on a dirtied shovel, an amused grin plastered all 
over his face. He was trying not to show the strain of 
working under intense heat, but it was certainly difficult, 
and he was partial to taking breaks when he had to. Right 
now, Isaac was taking a break and enjoying watching Garet 
take his fury out on innocent, inanimate objects. 


Felix was hard at work, digging fiercely into the soil and 
throwing clods of earth in every direction as he dug deeper. 
Sweat poured down his face, seeping into his eyes and 
trying to obscure his eyesight. His dark hair stuck to his 
shiny face in messy clumps and every so often he had to 
reach up and brush away sweat or hair, annoyed at how 
easily he was being distracted while working. He took work 
very seriously and hated to slack off but it seemed like he 
was going to have to at this rate. 


Picard was enjoying himself despite the heat. He was 
hammering away at wood, driving nails into wooden 
surfaces to pin them together and filing or sandpapering 
them. The heat was no problem, for he just had to use his 
Psynergy if it got too hot. His Douse was cool and refreshing, 
and he loved it. In fact he was even whistling a tune as he 
worked, not at all daunted, and envied by workers around 
him. 


Ivan was currently stacking brick upon brick, trying to see 
how high they could go. He soon found that they could not 
get very high without falling over and sighed halfheartedly, 
thinking that they might as well stick to wood. Cement was 
expensive yet wood was cheap. How they had bricks Ivan 
had no clue, so he just sat on a pile of bricks and looked up, 


cursing the heat. Ivan was boiling and it was not very 
pleasant. He almost wished he was at home in Contigo 
instead, but his good nature prevented him from 
abandoning his friends. He had to help them with rebuilding 
Vale, like it or not. Ivan however wished that he could do 
something about the heat, at least so that Sheba wouldn't 
accuse them all of being lazy and inflict her wrath upon 
everybody. 


Jenna listlessly wandered around the building site, looking 
for jobs to do. As a Mars Adept, there was little she could do 
since fire was a dangerous element and devoured 
everything in its wake, so burning everything down was not 
a good idea. She was not physically strong enough to lug 
boulders around like Garet or Picard and she did not have 
much love for digging holes so that was out. Jenna was not 
as bothered by the heat as some people were since she was 
resistant to it, but she did feel quite drowsy in the heat and 
would have loved to have curled up on the soft grassy 
ground and gone to sleep. 


"Hey, Jenna!" A shout alerted the female Fire Adept and she 
looked around, wondering where the shout had come from. 
Her question was soon answered as she saw some builders 
standing next to what would someday be a complete 
building and waving to try and get her attention. 


"Huh?" Jenna walked over to them, wondering what they 
wanted her for. The house looked like it would be ready for 
flooring, for the ground floor anyway. After that, the walls 
would be next, then the second floor built on top. Building 
was complicated business. "What is it?" 


"Well, we was wondering if," One of the builders regarded 
her nervously as he spoke. "You could go and get some wood 
for us. Just a couple pieces or so. We're trying to see if wood 


is alright for flooring, but we're both too hot and tired to go 
and get it. Would you mind very much?" 


"Well," Jenna sighed heavily as she considered it. She might 
as well do it, since she had nothing else to do, and the more 
people did to help each other then the quicker the village 
would reach completion. "Alright, I'll do it, but I'm not going 
to make a habit of it." 


"Thank you, Jenna," the other builder grinned, sitting on the 
ground and wiping his forehead with a cloth. "The heat's 
absolutely killing us." 


Jenna did not comment, instead just turning away and 
heading towards the place where they had stacked bricks 
and timber. She could almost understand why people were 
slacking off so much since the heat was likely to be wearing 
them down, and she knew too well the soporific effects of a 
hot day, but she refused to let that stop her. The village was 
quiet as people slowly worked, yet as they worked, it started 
to look more like a real village, with skeletal buildings, the 
outlines of settlements that people would soon live in. Jenna 
wondered if it was going to be like Vale, but then again it 
could never be Vale, not exactly. Sure, most of the people 
from the original Vale would be alive and living in it, but it 
lacked the river running through, the many hills and slopes, 
and of course Mt. Aleph. 


She soon reached the stack of lumber and started to ascend, 
carefully clambering up the stacked pieces of wood. It was 
best to pick them from the top so that the piles did not 
collapse. There was a generous amount of wood to be used, 
as well as the small pile of bricks just behind them where 
Ivan was currently sitting. 


"Hey, Jenna," Ivan greeted her. "You getting the wood?" 


"Yeah," Jenna nodded as she stood on top of the pile and 
reached down to heft up some timber. "Those dratted lazy 
men are making me do all the work! It is... so annoying... 
and I'm hot and tired too..." 


"You should have just made them do it themselves," Ivan 
tutted sympathetically. "If people don't do work, nothing will 
get done and Sheba will get very cross and inflict her wrath 
upon us all." 


Jenna barely heard Ivan's words as her mind began to spin. 
The heat was making her drowsy, feeling strange as if she 
was about to fall asleep right there on top of the wood stack. 
The landscape was a blur of colours and sounds were 
muffled. Her body began to sway and she put a hesitant step 
forwards, unsure of where she was or what she was doing 
due to the heat and drowsiness fogging her mind. That light 
movement of her body was all it took before she slipped and 
went plummeting over the stack of wood. 


"enna!" Ivan leaped to his feet and immediately cast 
Whirlwind, but he couldn't stop Jenna falling, and winced as 
he heard the sound of her head impacting with the bricks. 
He gulped nervously as she curled up, slumped next to the 
offending pile, not moving. "Jenna...?" Ivan hurriedly 
kneeled next to her and checked her. Jenna was alive, but 
unconscious. Ivan got back up and screamed. "EMERGENCY! 
ACCIDENT! EMERGENCY!" 


Ivan's shouts were enough to bring the entire village 
running over, all the builders and workers giving up their 
tasks to see what had happened, what had alarmed the 
young mage. Ivan frantically pointed at the fallen Jenna. 


"Let me through!" Picard hurriedly pushed aside jostling 
villagers and kneeled next to Jenna, checking that she was 


alright. 


"What happened?" Felix demanded, pushing more 
disgruntled Valean builders out of the way and joining 
Picard. "Is she alright?" 


"She was climbing up the stack of lumber, she said it was 
because someone sent her to get some," Ivan gestured 
dramatically, his eyes spookily huge with fright. "And then 
she just slipped and fell, and her head hit the bricks! | tried 
casting whirlwind, but it didn't stop her falling or anything!" 


"The whirlwind may have softened the blow somewhat," 
Picard assured him, checking for head wounds. "Jenna seems 
to be fine, but she is obviously unconscious. We should get 
her to Vault." 


"She's going to be alright isn't she?" Garet asked 
desperately. 


"She should be fine," Picard tried to soothe Garet's anxiety. 
“Jenna's strong, she will be fine." 


"| want to know who was responsible for sending her to get 
lumber," Felix growled ominously. "I want to have a word 
with them." 


"Oh come on, Felix, calm down," Isaac hurriedly tried to 
placate Felix. "It could have been much worse. Accidents 
happen. It's normal." 


"| still want to talk to them," Felix muttered, getting to his 
feet. "Well, I'm going to help take her to Vault. Anybody else 
coming?" 


"I'll help," Garet immediately volunteered. "I'm not doing 
anything really major here or anything. | was just trying to 


move a really big rock but anybody could do it. Honest." 


"Except me, | bet," Ivan said under his breath. "Just because 
I'm not as strong as everybody else." 


Felix and Garet hurriedly hauled Jenna up, either arm around 
their shoulders and then they headed off towards Vault, 
leaving the building site behind. Everybody else stood in a 
confused group, wondering what to do. 


"All right then," Isaac clapped his hands together and raised 
his voice. "Come on, everybody! Get back to what you were 
doing! And whoever sent Jenna to get the wood can do it 
themselves!" 


"They'd better be hoping Felix don't find out it was them," 
Picard grinned as he watched the two guilty men hurry 
towards the stack of lumber. "Otherwise they'll be in 
trouble." 


"Hey, don't you have work to do?" Ivan asked. 


"Don't YOU have work to do?" Picard shot back, hands on 
hips and giving him a condescending look. 


"It's too hot!" Ivan whined. He was promptly soaked with 
about a ton of water. "Er... thanks?" 


"Oh my goodness!" Mia was shocked as she saw Felix and 
Garet come into the inn with the unconscious Jenna. "What 
did you do?" 


"Long story," Garet grunted. 


"She fell and knocked herself out," Felix told Mia. "But she's 
fine, just unconscious." 


"Right," Mia grabbed a towel and wiped her wet hands which 
she had just washed since she was going to start preparing 
food. "We'd better get her up to the bedroom quickly, I'd 
prefer she slept on her own, but since the inn's full, it's a bit 
difficult so she'll just have to be taken to our room." 


Jenna was quickly taken up to the room the girls shared and 
put to bed where she would be spending a long time 
sleeping. Garet and Felix left and Mia did a quick analysis of 
Jenna's condition, but she found nothing wrong apart from 
Jenna simply being unconscious. There was nothing that 
could be done, all that could be done was waiting for her to 
wake up. 


2. Chapter 2 


Shattered Realities 


| have got to stop planning fanfiction late at night. | thought 
up something crazy near the ending. 


Camelot owns Golden Sun. 


Confusion 


The first thing that Jenna could hear as she returned to 
consciousness was a slow, steady beeping. Actually, she had 
not heard such a strange sound like that before and 
immediately assumed that it was somebody who was 
annoying her. Her mind was still fogged up so her thoughts 
made little sense. Everything that could be heard made little 
sense at all. The occasional quiet roar in the background, 
that little beeping sound, the sound of clattering footsteps 
from far off. Alright, so the footsteps could be explained. The 
roaring could be a monster, but was anybody fighting it? 
Jenna felt slightly anxious in her half-sleep, imagining the 
monster and what it could be doing right now. 


As time passed on, her awareness grew although she did not 
yet open her eyes, she just stayed exactly where she was. 
Jenna could feel a coverlet on top of her and her head was 
nestled in a comfortable pillow, which obviously meant that 
she was in bed, but there was something funny on her face, 
a bit like a mask that only covered her mouth and nose, and 
something else strapped around her arm. Now she was 


beginning to get even more worried, but she did not move 
for fear it might make things worse. 


The next step as Jenna recovered was to be able to smell 
things. There was not very much to smell. She was sure she 
could smell a faint, fragrant scent which meant there were 
flowers in the room, and there was also an acrid smell which 
made Jenna feel somewhat queasy. She did not recognise 
that smell and she wished that someone would come and do 
something about it somehow, oh, and remove her mask and 
whatever was on her arm. 


Jenna was getting bored after a while, but she still did not 
want to open her eyes for fear of what she might see. She 
could still barely remember what had happened to make her 
like this, perhaps she had fallen or something. So Jenna did 
a quick check of her body. She wriggled her toes and fingers 
and was satisfied to see that they were still working. 
Everything seemed to be in order, except she could not 
quite remember what had happened so Jenna willed herself 
to try and remember every tiny little detail leading to what 
had led her to be here in this strange bed in a place where 
something beeped, something else roared and there was a 
smell that made her feel sick. 


It was a hot day, granted. Jenna could remember that very 
clearly, especially since heat and fire was her element after 
all. They were working again, rebuilding Vale... because of 
the Golden Sun which sank the old Vale. Jenna hadn't done 
very much, she was too hot and there was little to do... then 
two men had asked her... what had they asked her to do? 
Yes, they had asked her to get lumber and she had done so. 
Jenna recalled seeing Ivan sitting nearby, and then she 
climbed up to the top of the wood pile, and the heat had 
made her feel very dizzy... 


‘| fell, didn't I?' Jenna frowned as she remembered the 
sensation of falling and the explosive pain that followed 
afterwards. 'I hope it wasn't too serious. | feel fine, but what 
are all those noises, what's that smell, where is everybody? 
It's so quiet here, it's just too quiet. Isn't even Mia here? | 
should be at the inn in Vault shouldn't I? But the inn does 
not smell like this!" 


"A...any...body...?" Jenna croaked out with an effort, her voice 
barely escaping through her dry lips. It was muffled by the 
mask, and Jenna realised that the mask made her mouth feel 
a bit funny. She was alarmed, and wondered how to take it 
off. Should she even try to take it off at all? The mask was 
queer, it made the air strange, it was as if it made air go 
down her mouth and nose easier, but surely that wasn't 
possible? 


At last, Jenna finally willed herself to open her eyes as 
curiosity of her surroundings won over fear of what was 
happening. Her vision was slightly blurred so Jenna solved 
that problem by rapidly blinking until her vision was clear 
enough for her to see the room properly. What she saw 
almost made her heart stop, but fortunately it kept going 
despite the massive shock Jenna received, perhaps since she 
was used to big shocks, but this was bizarre in a sense. 


What she had seen was nothing like she had seen before. 
Whatever it was, she was definitely not even in Vault. It was 
like nothing she had even seen on Weyard. There was a 
mask on her face, with a tube in it leading to some box, and 
whatever was on her arm had a tube in it too, that also went 
into a box with squiggly moving lines on it. The room was 
well lit, but not by sunlight or torch. The curtains were 
drawn, gaudy looking curtains with balloons on them, and 
for some reason, a light was on, but it seemed to be coming 
from some round thing suspended from the ceiling by a wire. 


Jenna stared at it until her eyes hurt, then she looked away, 
alarmed beyond belief. 


"Where am 1?" Jenna exclaimed to nobody in particular, 
trying to sit up. Her body sagged back onto the bed and she 
realised that she was weak, perhaps from lying down for too 
long. Jenna took several deep breaths, oddly enough a very 
easy feat which was perhaps to do with the mask, and 
waited until her strength had definitely returned. At last she 
was able to sit up properly and take a better view of her 
surroundings. 


Next to her bed, there was a small wooden dresser, with a 
vase of flowers on it which Jenna presumed was giving off 
the fragrant smell. The acrid smell could be coming from the 
room itself, she decided, wrinkling her nose. Jenna turned 
her head and her curiosity was drawn to a strange string 
hanging on one side of her bed. It had a piece of plastic on 
the end with a button on it. Jenna reached out and grabbed 
it in her hand, pushing the button down into the plastic. It 
emitted a queer buzzing sound, much like a bee. Jenna 
yelped and released the button, the string contraption 
swinging out of her grip and swaying back and forth before 
shuddering to a halt. 


Jenna huddled down into her pillow, pulling her duvet up to 
her neck and shivered. She had not really seen things like 
that which made noise before. The closest thing that came 
to that sort of thing was a squeaky toy, but surely that was 
not a squeaky toy since it had made a buzzing noise and did 
not resemble a toy. Jenna was beginning to feel scared, 
afraid and anxious of what was happening. Perhaps she had 
hit her head so hard, strange things were happening in her 
mind, but it felt so real, she was sure that she was definitely 
awake. 


A minute later, Jenna heard rapid footsteps outside the room 
which were coming closer and grew louder as they did so, 
then they came to a sudden stop and the door swung open 
to reveal a bright eyed nurse standing in the doorway, her 
blonde hair a disheveled heap which fell messily around her 
shoulders. She wore a plain blue and white uniform, but 
Jenna really did not care what she was wearing. 


"Did you push the button?" The nurse asked immediately, 
her voice coming out in a rushed, excited tumble, as she saw 
Jenna peek out nervously from over her bedclothes. Jenna 
was feeling slightly alarmed by how quickly the nurse had 
burst in, neither had she been expecting it nor would she 
expect someone to come in that quickly. 


"I..." Jenna's gaze swung towards the button, the queer 
button which had made such a strange sound when all she 
did was press it. Swallowing, she turned back to look at the 
nurse and hesitantly nodded, wondering how the nurse 
could possibly have known such a thing. Was the buzzing 
really that loud? "Yes, | did." 


"Aren't you the girl who was in the coma?" The woman 
squinted at her, and then her gaze alighted on something 
attached to the end of Jenna's bed. Jenna stared at it and 
figured out that it was a clipboard. The nurse had come into 
the room and was now closely examining it. She gave a 
satisfied nod and stood tall, beaming as if something 
amazing had just happened. "That's fantastic! You've been 
asleep for three months now, so this is really good." 


"Three months?" Jenna's jaw dropped and she stared blankly 
at the nurse, as if she had just announced that the world 
Jenna lived in was really a dream and she actually came 
from a world ruled by pink mice. Of course, the nurse had 
said nothing of the sort, but it was still a shock to hear that 


she had been asleep. No, Jenna was refusing to believe it, 
she vehemently shook her head. "That's wrong! It can't 
be..." 


"lam afraid it is," The nurse nodded, her hair bouncing up 
and down upon her shoulders. "Now, dearie, how about you 
get some rest for tonight? | know you've slept three months, 
but it's too late to be calling anybody. We'll let your parents 
know tomorrow and they will come over straight away, I'm 
sure. Okay?" 


"Okay..." Jenna nodded weakly. The nurse flashed a quick 
smile at her, displaying dazzling white teeth, then turned 
and opened the door, reaching to turn the strange light off 
before leaving the room. The last source of light was closed 
off and Jenna was left in stifling darkness, but she just could 
not go to sleep. Jenna sat up and flicked her wrist, palm 
facing towards the ceiling, and she tried to form a fireball in 
the palm of her hand. 


Jenna immediately realised that something was very wrong 
here. She just could not cast any Psynergy. She still 
remembered her inventory of Psynergy in her mind, knew 
how to cast it, but somehow she just could not cast it. It was 
as if something, somehow, in the room was actually blocking 
her Psynergy. Jenna's heart began to pound rapidly, and the 
beeping coming from the machine quickened its pace 
slightly but Jenna paid no heed to it. 


‘What's wrong with me?' Jenna thought frantically, falling 
backwards onto the pillow and squeezing her eyes shut, 
trying to believe that none of this was real. Yet it was so real, 
there was no way she could possibly believe that everything 
was just a dream. 'Why can't | cast Psynergy? What's with 
the boxes, the buzzing thing and the funny light? What's 
happening to me? Am I going insane or something?’ 


All this thinking made Jenna feel exhausted and in the end, 
she actually did drop off to sleep. It was not as if she could 
do much else, with these long things stuck into her, 
restricting her to the bed, and sleeping would help to take 
her mind off it, so sleep she did, even while in the real world 
her body was also fast asleep. 


Her dreams were a confused mess which did not make very 
much sense. She saw pale faces staring down at her, faces 
she half recognised, and she heard her name called out 
several times. She saw Vale in the process of being rebuilt, 
the way it had been the last time she saw it, then she saw 
the bricks rushing up to meet her and then there was 
nothing but darkness. 


Jenna slowly awoke to the sound of birdsong. Somebody had 
been in her room and opened the curtains, so now sunlight 
was flowing freely into the room and the strange thing on 
the ceiling was not giving off any light. Jenna had decided to 
just call it a light since that was what it gave off. The strange 
roaring sound she had heard last night seemed to be slightly 
louder and more frequent. Much to her relief, the box that 
beeped had gone. The mask was still on her face, so Jenna 
pulled it off. She could breathe perfectly fine without that 
stupid thing sticking to her own face. Now Jenna was free to 
move at will, so that was what she decided to do. 


As Jenna slipped out of bed, she noticed that she was 
wearing a simple white nightgown. She did not recognise 
this article of clothing and supposed that someone had 
clothed her in it, so maybe it was theirs. The floor was cold 
and smooth against her bare feet as she padded over to the 
end of the bed to peet at the clipboard that the nurse 
woman had looked at last night. There was a sheet of paper 
attached to it with some details about her. Jenna kneeled 
down and shivered as she looked at the details. They were 


close, yet not exact. It said her name was Jenna Payne, gave 
her some fake birthdate that she did not recognise and the 
address seemed half wrong as well. 


‘This is all wrong,' Jenna scowled at the innacurate 
information. 'My last name's not Payne, and the address... it 
says some number, some street, Vale? That doesn't make 
sense!' Jenna frowned and tried to think about what this 
meant. Surely she couldn't be in another world? The very 
idea was impossible. Just thinking about it made her 
shudder violently and want to scream so loud, the entire 
building fell down. How could that possibly have happened? 


Screaming wasn't going to help in any way that she could 
think of, so Jenna listlessly walked around the bed, going the 
way she had come, and crawled back under the coverlet, 
furiously punching the pillow as if it was to blame for her 
current situation. Why hadn't she just told those idiots to go 
and get the lumber for themselves? She knew that the 
accident had something to do with this, there was no other 
explanation for it. 


'I hope the others beat those guys up,' Jenna thought sourly, 
blaming them directly for her situation. She was beginning 
to believe she was actually stuck in another world, and the 
thought was heartbreaking. Here she was, trapped and 
alone, without anybody else in this world to come. Nobody 
she really knew at any rate. 


Time passed on, Jenna resolutely stayed under the 
bedcovers, refusing to go anywhere. It wasn't as if she knew 
where to go. The only place she wanted to go was straight 
back home. Someone came in and served breakfast, and 
Jenna moodily picked at it, taking occasional bites since she 
was becoming rather hungry. The food did not really taste 
that great but she knew she had to eat it. The same person 


came back in about an hour later to remove the tray and 
renmants of her breakfast, then told her her parents would 
becoming in an hour. Jenna tried her best to look cheerful, 
but really she was feeling anything but cheerful right now. 


An hour later, her parents did turn up or at least they were 
people who resembled her parents. Jenna was propped up on 
her pillows rather than snuggled under her bedclothes, and 
she passively accepted their hugs, grimacing lightly as they 
kissed her. 


"Oh, Jenna, you're really awake," A woman with red hair half 
sobbed as she cupped Jenna's face in her hands. Sure, she 
looked like Jenna's mother, but her clothes were something 
else altogether. She was wearing a cream and white suit and 
had a lot of jewellery on her arms and neck and fingers. 
What really unnerved Jenna though was the fact that her 
mother was wearing trousers. In her world, women never 
wore trousers although why that was was anybody's guess. 


"We were very worried about you," said the man who 
resembled Jenna's father, who was wearing a plaid grey suit. 
He seemed to be very stiff and formal, which was strange as 
well. 


Jenna remained silent, staring up at these two strangers that 
were mere representations of her parents. How many more 
representations of people she knew were in this world alone? 
Well, she was just going to have to find out the answers 
herself, even if she didn't want to. It was better than being 
alone and bored, lost in an alien environment with no help 
available. 


Fortunately, the two adults did not press further and try to 
find out why Jenna was being so awkward. The woman had 
brought some clothes and bid that Jenna get changed, while 


a nurse came and told them that Jenna could leave later 
today now that she had recovered. Jenna critically eyed the 
outfit laid out for her. A pink sweatshirt and denim jeans was 
not what she considered normal attire for herself, but if that 
was all they had brought for her, then she might as well put 
it on. So she did, in the walk-in bathroom free from prying 
eyes. Jenna refused to change in front of complete strangers, 
even if they looked like her parents. 


"We're going now," The woman spoke as Jenna came out of 
the bathroom, fully dressed and feeling a bit uncomfortable 
in her new clothes. A bag was already packed and sitting on 
the bed. Jenna guessed this was packed with things that had 
been with her, sort of, in this hospital and they were taking 
it... wherever they were going. "We'll go out for lunch," The 
woman continued speaking, "And then home. That will be 
exciting won't it?" 


"She's just woken up, give her a break," The man rubbed his 
temples with a sigh. "What's wrong with a simple lunch at 
home?" 


"How can you say that?" The woman turned on him, her eyes 
flaring. "This is a special occasion! Our only daughter has 
just woken up after three months, doesn't this call for a 
celebration?" 


"Why don't you ask Jenna what she thinks?" The man 
gestured wildly at Jenna, who backed away, a little bit put- 
off by this sudden argument that had come out of seemingly 
nowhere. 


"enna agrees with me, don't you?" The woman glanced 
furiously at her daughter, as if daring her to disagree with 
her. Jenna gulped and got the feeling that she had walked 
into a war zone. 


"I... think I'd rather go home," Jenna said truthfully. Of course 
she meant back in her own world, in this sense, not the 
home that these people were talking about, but let them 
think the opposite, she thought. 


"See, Ellen?" The man glowered at his wife. "She wants to go 
home! What did I tell you? It's better to-" 


"Shut up, Adam," Ellen responded explosively, bunching up 
her fists. "Fine! If Jenna wants to play it down so bad, we'll 
go home and have fish and chips for lunch or something!" 


Jenna could only watch the argument that had sprung up 
because of her, and she felt a lump rising in her throat, but 
she hurriedly swallowed it down, refusing to show any 
emotion in front of these two strange people who looked like 
her mother and father. They were definitely not her mother 
and father, they were nothing like them, they didn't even 
have the same names. Jenna angrily clenched her fists, 
directing her sudden anger at them with her eyes. If looks 
could have killed, they would both have been reduced to 
ashes in seconds under her fiery glare. It was a strange 
feeling, one of sadness and anger at the same time. 


Adam and Ellen strode proudly out of the hospital room, 
Adam clutching the bag and looking slightly happy with 
himself as if winning an argument with your wife was a 
major thing. Jenna reluctantly tailed them, looking around 
wistfully at her surroundings as if everything might 
suddenly dissolve and she'd really be in Vale, Vault, 
anywhere on Weyard, her own Weyard which she loved more 
than ever now, even more than when saving it. It was one 
thing to save your world, being out of it and in another was 
a completely different matter. 


As they walked through many twisting and turning corridors 
past a lot of people who were doing different things such as 
pushing trolleys or people in metal chairs. Jenna glanced 
curiously at someone who was in one of those chairs that 
had wheels, but the nurse pushing the wheelchair gave 
Jenna a hostile look so she quickly looked away, blushing in 
embarassment. 


The acrid smell was terribly strong throughout the hospital. 
Jenna wanted to throw up. The parents who were not her 
parents had stopped at a desk and were signing some 
papers. Jenna looked around and noted they seemed to be in 
a large foyer and there were some big doors leading outside. 
Jenna squinted curiously through the door and her heart 
sank further as she saw more of these alien things. What 
were those roaring things zooming along the... road? It 
didn't look much like any road Jenna had seen before either. 
They were usually dusty tracks. 


"Hey, we're going now," Ellen spoke briskly. Jenna just 
dumbly nodded, deciding only to speak when necessary. She 
didn't like these people very much. All she wanted was to be 
back home, back with her family, with her friends. Sighing, 
Jenna followed Ellen and Adam through the large doors and 
through a second set of large doors, then they were outside. 


Once Jenna stepped outside, everything was a shock. She 
could see the queer roaring things up close, and they made 
such a loud noise as they roared past that it was terrifying 
and she even wanted to rush back into the smelly hospital. 
Jenna turned her neck and squinted up at the hospital 
building. There were bold white words splashed across the 
stone building which named it as ‘VALE GENERAL 
HOSPITAL’. Jenna choked as she saw her hometown's name 
displayed there so proudly. 


"Now, where's the car?" Adam scratched his head as he 
looked around frantically, then his eyes lit up and he started 
walking again. "It's over there." 


‘What's a car?' Jenna wondered as she followed the two 
adults and then they came to one of the roaring things that 
were sitting along the side of the road. Jenna realised that 
the roaring things were called cars. Not that it was helping 
her get back home at any rate. Jenna watched carefully as 
the man got into the car, then she copied him and slipped 
into the seat, awkwardly closing the door. 


"Seatbelts," Ellen ordered from where she was sitting in the 
front. 


‘What's a seatbelt? Oh, a seat belt!’ Jenna looked around 
and then saw some long, flat thing that resembled a belt so 
she grabbed it and noticed it had a metal thing around it. 
Jenna figured that it slotted into something and she 
managed to find somewhere to fit it. Then the car began 
vibrating and roaring. Jenna gasped and bit her lip, trying 
not to look like she was scared, but really she was feeling 
afraid to be in something that roared. It was very different to 
being in a boat. The journey was not bumpy like sailing on 
the sea, yet not as smooth as sailing through the air, and it 
and the other cars around it went so fast too. Jenna 
nervously peeked a look through the window, then she 
looked away again because the scenery was flashing by too 
fast and it made her feel dizzy. 


At last the journey came to a halt and Jenna shakily undid 
the seatbelt, fumbling with the door until she managed to 
locate the handle to open it and she stepped out onto the 
pavement, slamming the door behind her. Jenna wanted to 
be sick right there on the pavement, but she could not. 
Jenna looked at the house in front of her, and as the man 


and woman held open the gate, she realised that it was their 
house, so she walked up the path to look at it closely. It was 
a plain whitewashed building with a red roof and red 
windows. The front garden was plain with only a single small 
tree in it. Jenna looked down at her feet, hardly able to go on 
looking any longer, just wanting to be home. The parents 
unlocked the door and she walked in, not bothering to look 
around as she followed them to the kitchen. 


Indeed, they did have fish and chips for lunch. Lunch was a 
rather silent affair and for that, Jenna was somewhat glad, 
she just wanted to grieve in silence. The food tasted awful to 
her and it was difficult to eat, the chips were like cardboard, 
and she nearly choked on fish bones, forcing herself to gag 
the food down. Finally, she decided she had eaten enough, 
and placed the knife and fork down on the plate, staring 
glumly at what was left of her lunch. 


"Would you like anything else, dear?" asked Ellen, still 
seeming a bit annoyed at the fact that she had not been 
able to go out for lunch. 


Jenna shook her head and then she pushed her chair back, 
turning around and walking out of the kitchen. Jenna paused 
in the hallway, wondering if the parents would call her back, 
but fortunately they did not so she continued, aiming to find 
what was masquerading for her bedroom. A quick search of 
the downstairs revealed a bathroom and a lounge and an 
office. Jenna then went upstairs and she discovered her 
parents' room, the laundry room, a guest room, the 
bathroom and her room, which she knew it was because of a 
sign on the door saying ‘Jenna's Room’. Jenna mentally went 
over this information and then her blood ran cold as she 
thought of something. She turned and hurtled back 
downstairs, not caring if they did not approve of her running 
in the house. 


"Where is he?" Jenna exclaimed, bursting into the kitchen 
and ignoring the glare her mother shot at her for her 
rudeness. "Where's Felix?" Even if it was another world, she 
just wanted to know if her brother existed here too, out of 
pure curiosity. 


"Who's Felix?" Adam stared at her as if she had lost her 
mind. 


".. My teddybear," Jenna lied, her heart sinking. 


"That ratty old grey bear you had?" Ellen sniffed. "We threw 
it out in the trash. You're too old for that sort of thing, you're 
seventeen now!" 


"| see," Jenna turned and ran back upstairs. Rather than go 
to her bedroom, Jenna darted into the bathroom and locked 
the door, kneeling over the toilet. And it was into that toilet 
she emptied the entire contents of her stomach, before 
flushing it and locating a toothbrush and toothpaste by the 
sink which she used to brush her teeth just so they would 
not rot after vomiting. 


Then Jenna ran into her bedroom, slammed the door behind 
her and threw herself onto the bed which sprung 
comfortably under her. Hot tears started pouring out of her 
eyes, raining down her cheeks and splashing onto the duvet. 
She howled, beating the duvet angrily with her fists. She 
was angry with those two men for asking her to go get the 
wood, angry with herself for doing what they said, even 
angry wth Ivan for somehow not saving her, and she felt 
bitter, upset and aggrieved. All she wanted right now was to 
go home, back to the people she knew and loved, back to 
rebuilding Vale and just not being stuck in this world she 
had been thrown into without warning. Jenna felt empty and 


hollow inside as if something had come and sucked out her 
heart and soul and all that was left was a faded shell. 


Unknown to Jenna, two days had already passed in her time 
and Mia was becoming rapidly agitated by this. She was now 
fearing that Jenna was more than simply unconscious, since 
even after a fall like that, Jenna should have been awoken by 
now. So, Mia called together the remaining Adepts and a few 
other Valeans as well. 


"I'm sorry," Mia wrung her hands anxiously. "I've tried my 
best to make sure Jenna's okay, but | think... | don't know 
when she'll wake up." 


"What do you mean you don't know when she'll wake up?" 
Felix demanded. 


"I think..." Mia broke off, unsure how she should be putting 
it. She bit her lip and chewed on it nervously. 


"You think?" Garet echoed annoyingly, and Isaac sharply 
elbowed him, giving him a warning look. 


"Jenna may be in a coma," Mia said finally with an immense 
effort, looking steadily at everybody, waiting to see their 
reactions to the news. 


"Oh no!" Jenna's mother covered her mouth with her hands 
and she went pale. "My poor baby!" Jenna's father looped his 
arms around her and pulled her close for comfort. 


"What is a coma?" Aaron Jerra piped up over the gasps of 
dismay, looking up at the shocked faces around him. "I don't 
know what that is." 


"A coma is when somebody sort of goes into a deep sleep 
and you don't know when they are going to wake up," Kay 


said simply, looking down at her brother. "We can't wake 
Jenna up, so we have to wait." 


"Why can't we wake Jenna up?" Garet demanded, looking 
straight at her. "It doesn't make sense." 


"I've got fools for brothers!" Kay lamented, holding her head 
in her hands. Once she had recovered, she looked at Garet 
who was still waiting. "It's such a deep sleep that you just 
can't wake her up. | don't know why, Garet, you just can't." 


"Who were the people who made Jenna go and get the 
lumber?" Felix demanded angrily, his fists clenching. "I'm 
going to make them pay for it!" 


"Felix, come aside," Picard gravely took his arm and took 
him to one side of the group. He then leaned closely and 
whispered in his ear before stepping away. "Happy?" 


"| see," Felix's expression was grim. "Thank you for telling 
me." He swore that he was going to make them pay 
somehow, blaming them directly for what had happened, 
except he just didn't know how he was going to do it yet. 


Mia made her excuses and went back into the room where 
Jenna lay, looking sadly at the unconscious girl lying prone 
in the bed. It saddened her to see Jenna like that, so empty, 
like a shell, and she wished more than anything that Jenna 
would wake up soon. 


‘Oh, Jenna,' Mia sighed and turned away, hardly able to look 
at her in that state. It was just too depressing to look for 
long. ‘When will you wake up?' 


3. Chapter 3 


Shattered Realities 


Ahh, not enjoying writing this too much. Oh well... 


Camelot owns Golden Sun. 


Familiar Strangers 


Jenna remained in her room for the rest of the day, only 
coming down briefly for supper. The supper also tasted just 
as bad as lunch had, but she had to eat it otherwise she 
would starve to death. Afterwards, Jenna went back up to her 
bedroom and when night fell, she had to go to sleep. 


It took ages to drop off to sleep, because Jenna's head ached 
so badly from all the crying she had just done, and she felt 
empty and painful inside due to being completely estranged 
from home. Jenna lulled herself to sleep with the hope that 
she might actually wake up back home, and not in this 
horrible place that masqueraded as a house. 


The morning came quickly for everybody, even those who 
spent all night awake. Normally, Garet would be joining 
everybody else to go and work on Vale, but at the moment 
he was sitting with Jenna, in the hope that she might soon 
wake up. He thought he understood the coma bit, but he 
could not see why Jenna could not wake up right now. 


"Wake up, Jenna," Garet pleaded, holding her hand and 
squeezing it tightly, wondering if she could feel it or even 
hear him speaking to her. "Please wake up for us. | don't like 
seeing you like this, not like... well, just silent and sleeping... 
| wish you were awake... you're much better awake." 


"Shouldn't you be going to work now?" Sheba asked from 
the doorway, watching them intently. "She's probably not 
going to wake up right now and you still need to help 
everybody work with rebuilding Vale." 


"Do you mind?" Garet grumbled, shooting a quick glare at 
her. "I'm worried. | wish..." He looked wistfully at Jenna's 
face, calm and serene with the look of sleep on it. 


"Sitting there isn't going to make her wake up," Sheba spoke 
angrily, her emerald eyes flashing dangerously. "I'm sure 
you're upset, but if you don't get down there..." 


"Who died and made you the Queen?" Garet got to his feet 
and stomped out past her, annoyed with Sheba for her 
interruption. 


"Nobody," Sheba muttered, shooting a glare at Garet's back. 
"Weirdo." The last word was uttered as a whisper however, 
she didn't really want to rile the oafish Mars Adept anymore 
in case he lost his temper or something. Sheba glanced 
sadly at Jenna for a brief moment and then rushed off, 
feeling a lump in her throat. 


Jenna awoke quickly and stared at the wall, her heart 
pounding. It was clearly morning now, the bright sunlight 
was pouring into the room through the window. Jenna 
nervously studied the wall without moving, and her heart 
sank. The inn at Vault definitely did not have walls covered 
in pink flowers. 


She could have cried, but so many tears were wept 
yesterday that Jenna simply felt too tired to cry anymore. 
Today she was going to start being brave. Jenna clenched 
her fists and willed herself, she would not cry or do anything 
bad, just live on the hope that soon she would go back 
home. If after a while she didn't... 


No! Jenna angrily brushed that thought away. She was going 
to go back home soon! She had to! There was no question 
about it, Jenna was going home no matter what, even if she 
had to do something for it, and she didn't care what she had 
to do for it. 


Jenna got out of bed and walked over to the wardrobe which 
she opened and then she started browsing through her 
outfits. She wrinkled her nose, not liking the clothes in front 
of her very much, and eventually settled for a purple and 
white t-shirt and violet leggings. As Jenna stood brushing 
her hair, facing her reflection in the mirror, she decided that 
she looked very unlike herself. But she wasn't really herself 
was she? It was so confusing, it made her head hurt. Jenna 
smacked the brush down on the dresser and sat on the bed, 
clutching her head in her hands. 


"JENNA! BREAKFAST!" Somebody shouted from down below. 
Jenna exhaled grudgingly and levered herself off the bed, 
stumbling to the door and exiting into the hallway. She 
moved in a stiff motion as she walked down the stairs and 
into the kitchen, as if her legs were moving alone and her 
brain was doing nothing but sleep. She watched herself sit 
at the table, saw a plate of fried eggs on toast placed in front 
of herself, and she mechanically ate it, careful not to 
grimace at how it tasted. Perhaps it tasted so bad because 
she simply did not want it, she was too upset to eat, but 
they made her eat. It wasn't fair to her. 


After eating the food that barely passed for food, Jenna got 
up to leave but a strange ringing sound caught her attention 
as she was passing through the downstairs hall. It sounded 
like the front door was actually ringing, so Jenna curiously 
opened it and was taken aback at the sight that greeted her, 
or rather the person who was standing on the doorstep, who 
had rung the doorbell, not that Jenna would ever have 
known what a doobell was of course. 


"Mia!" Jenna exclaimed in astonishment and mild confusion. 
She wondered how Mia could have made such a strange 
ringing sound, but decided not to ask how it had been done. 
Maybe she had a bell or something, like that big one in 
Vault. The person indeed looked like Mia, with her long 
aquamarine hair and matching eyes, but her clothes were 
something else. She was wearing a skimpy white and blue 
striped top which showed a fair amount of her stomach, and 
knee-length denim shorts. Jenna was quite shocked by her 
apparel to say the least. 


"Jenna!" Mia squealed excitedly, rushing forwards and 
throwing her arms around Jenna, squeezing her tightly. "I'm 
so glad you've woken up at last! It's been three months, way 
too long without you! | was so worried! Oh, I'm so happy to 
see you!" 


"Me too," Jenna awkwardly hugged her back, smiling faintly. 
"It's good to see you too." Although she would rather that 
she was at home, seeing the real people she knew, not some 
weird representation of her friend. 


"So... you want to come out for a bit?" Mia asked cheerfully, 
releasing Jenna from her embrace. "It's been a while, you 
might want to see how much the place's changed since 
then. How about it? Please?" Mia gave her wide, imploring 
eyes. 


"Fine," Jenna could hardly refuse, considering that she was 
getting sick of being stuck in this place with two impostors 
in an alien world. She might as well see what else in this 
world was like her own. "Let's go." She turned and closed the 
door behind her. "My parents won't care anyway." 


"Sure?" Mia asked cautiously. Jenna nodded eagerly and Mia 
grinned. "I bet you can't wait to get out and see everyone. 
Come on!" She linked her arm with Jenna's and set off down 
the street with Jenna obediently copying her steps. It was 
not far before somebody called out, just as they were 
passing the house that was next to the house that 
pretended to be Jenna's home. 


"Hi, Jenna!" A child's voice rang out, and Jenna and Mia 
stopped in their tracks to look at the person who had 
spoken. It was a small, blonde girl who was standing in her 
garden, in front of the fence and peering through the bars at 
Jenna and Mia. Of course she would not be allowed to go 
through, since she only appeared to be four or five years of 
age. 


"Hi," Jenna said hesitantly, looking at the little, green-eyed 
child. There seemed to be something strangely familiar 
about the girl, but she could not quite place her finger on it. 
The girl wrinkled her nose and grinned happily, still pressing 
her face against the bars as if she was trying to pop her 
head through. 


"Oh, hello, Sheba!" Mia exclaimed, kneeling in front of the 
bars and waving at her. Jenna froze, replaying what Mia had 
said in her mind. Had she actually gone and called the girl 
Sheba? Actually, the girl did look like Sheba, a much 
younger Sheba, but how could this be possible? The Sheba 
she knew was fourteen years old, this Sheba was probably 
four! It was almost incomprehensible. Jenna watched as Mia 


talked to the little girl called Sheba, and then Mia got up 
and rejoined Jenna. 


"She's a cute kid," Mia smiled and waved again at Sheba, 
before they set off again. Jenna remained silent as she heard 
Sheba calling out a goodbye, numbly walking along. 
Perhaps this would be quite interesting, finding out which 
people she knew existed in this universe and what they were 
like. Jenna shivered momentarily, then shrugged it off. 


"So, where are we going to go?" Jenna asked casually, 
glancing at Mia as they walked alongside each other. She 
was not really too sure where they were going. They were 
looking around, but since everything seemed completely 
alien to Jenna, she was showing little interest in the scenery 
around her. There was nothing good about monsters zipping 
along the road and roaring all the time to her. 


"Hmm," Mia looked up, her forehead creasing in thought, 
and then her face lit up. "I know!" She squealed, reaching 
into one of her short pockets and pulling out a long, flat 
object, which was decoratively coloured and had some 
buttons and a blank, green tinted panel on it. Jenna stared 
in fascination at it. "We'll go to the Tree Leaf Café for some 
mocha cappucinos, and I'll call up the guys!" 


"Sure," Jenna said automatically, wondering who the guys 
were and what ‘call up' meant. Mia stared intently at the 
thing in her hand, pressing various buttons and then she 
held it to her ear, talking in a slightly different voice. 


"Hello?" Mia spoke. Jenna almost responded, but something 
about the object pressed to her ear told her that maybe Mia 
was actually talking to it and listening to it, although it did 
not make much sense, but if Mia was talking to her, why 
would she obstruct an ear? "Hi, it's Mia here! Jenna's up and 


she's fine, really! | bet Garet will be over the moon. In fact, 
the two of us are going to the Tree Leaf Café. Want to turn 
up? Fantastic! Ok, see you in a few minutes. Love you, babe. 
Bye!" Mia removed the object from her ear and placed it 
back in her pocket. 


‘Garet?' Jenna understood that whoever Mia was talking to 
knew Garet of course, and there were a few possibilities. It 
seemed that Mia liked the guy she was talking to, since 
she'd said she loved him. Jenna guessed that it had to be 
Isaac, who else would it be? Ok, maybe back in her world, 
they hadn't quite got around to confessing it yet, but surely 
in this world they had to be together. Isaac and Mia were 
soulmates, Jenna knew it. 


"They'll be there soon," Mia said with a broad grin on her 
face. "Lets walk faster, Jenna, so that we'll be there before 
the guys! | happen to know that men just hate waiting. They 
had better not be late either, if they are... I'll give them a 
good talking to!" She winked. 


Soon, Jenna and Mia approached what was presumably the 
Tree Leaf Café, due to its name being splashed across it in 
bold green letters. There were some tables and chairs 
outside it on a patio, and there were people sitting at some 
of the tables and inside as well. Jenna and Mia sat down at a 
table with four chairs and Jenna studied the menu on the 
table with fascination. It made sense except for all these 
fancy names for food and drinks. 


The cars continued to roar past, and then a new roaring 
joined in their harmony. It grew louder, and Mia exclaimed. 
Jenna looked up and saw two people on another roaring 
thing, except it was not a car, but rather something with two 
wheels. The two people sat on special seats and wore leather 
suits and helmets so she could not see what they looked 


like. The two wheeled vehicle roared up, before coming to a 
stop near the cafe. The two people sitting upon it got off, 
removing their helmets and Jenna now recognised them as 
Isaac and Garet. They looked like the Isaac and Garet she 
knew at least. 


"Hi, Isaac!" Mia squealed loudly and then she ran into his 
arms and he swung her around a couple of times, then they 
passionately embraced, continuing in this manner for the 
next few minutes. Jenna tried her best to ignore them, 
although it was difficult when they were being so expressive 
to each other, and she looked at Garet instead, plastering a 
fake smile on her face. She didn't really feel happy, she 
wasn't going to feel happy at any time in this stupid world, 
but she might as well pretend. 


"Hey, babe," Garet immediately threw his arms around her 
and kissed her. Jenna grimaced as she smelt his strange 
smelling breath, but she complied with his actions anyway, 
even throwing her arms around him and holding the 
embrace for show. It was really strange to be kissing Garet, 
and Jenna felt a little embarassed as well as something else, 
but she was not sure what. 


After what seemed like forever, the scenes of teenage 
passion were finally over and Jenna, Mia, Isaac and Garet sat 
down at the table. Mia, Isaac and Garet were all talking away 
while it seemed that Jenna was mute, listening to their 
conversation. A lot of it did not seem to make sense, and she 
was a bit annoyed as well because Garet's hand was on her 
leg and if Garet did that in the real world, Jenna would slap 
him or something like that and Felix would then come close 
to killing him, but here it was a little different, and she 
wasn't really going to slap him since it seemed that they 
were supposed to be a couple, just like Isaac and Mia. The 
mocha cappucinos were served and Jenna focused on 


mechanically sucking up the drink through the straw, 
focusing her attention entirely on the drink. 


Sometime later, Isaac and Garet suddenly stood up and 
picked up their helmets. Jenna's attention was diverted from 
the last dregs of her cappucino and she stared confusedly 
up at the two guys. Garet kissed her on the head and Isaac 
was kissing Mia. 


"Where are you going?" Jenna asked, looking from Isaac to 
Garet and back. Isaac was already putting his helmet on and 
strapping it up, but Garet was staring adoringly at her, 
which was kind of freakish to Jenna. Sure, she had received 
attention from a lot of people, but she hadn't seen Garet 
looking like that before. 


"Hellooooo, Jenna," Mia said in a singsong voice, and 
giggling loudly. "Didn't you hear anything we were saying? 
They have got to go to some stupid motorbike convention 
thing, and Isaac's motorbike comes before us poor women, 
so there they go, sodding off with the bike." 


"Aw, Mia," Isaac spoke, his voice somewhat muffled through 
the strange helmet. Jenna thought it made him look a bit 
like an alien but of course she did not say this. "We love you 
really, but we've just got to go to this convention. I'll make it 
up another time, | promised." 


"Jenna, | missed you a lot, and | wish | didn't have to leave 
you," Garet said mournfully, clasping his hands together and 
looking for all the world like a tragic figure. "But the 
motorbike calls, and | must depart. With any luck, we'll see 
each other again soon." 


Jenna had to clap her hand over her mouth to prevent 
herself from laughing out loud and demurely nodded. Garet 
put his helmet on, remembering to strap it, and then Isaac 


and Garet clambered onto the motorbike and it roared away, 
sending gravel skittering in its wake. Jenna finally let her 
hand drop and laughed. 


"Garet's odd, isn't he?" Mia smiled wryly. "He's been 
spending too much time doing English Literature in school, 
and speaks like some warped poet or something when he's 
in the mood. But | suppose he's someone you can trust and 
thats good, but Isaac's the one for me, he's handsome, 
adorable, smart..." A faraway look was in her eyes as she 
listed the good qualities of Isaac. Jenna rolled her eyes and 
finished off her mocha cappucino, politely coughing when 
she was finally tired of Mia's rambling. 


"Oh, sorry!" Mia laughed again. "I spend too much time 
going on about Isaac, don't I? But he really is all | said. Come 
on, lets go to the park next, I've finished my drink too." 
Without waiting for an answer, she stood up and Jenna 
mechanically mimicked her. They walked hand in hand as 
Mia led her along the roads to the park. It was a large area of 
greenery, with a fountain and a pond in the middle of it, and 
benches and even swings and slides and a roundabout 
which children were playing on. 


"Anybody we know here?" Jenna asked casually, hoping that 
her question wasn't going to give away too much. She didn't 
really want to fake amnesia, or at least let Mia know that she 
had no knowledge of this world at all, she preferred to play 
along with everything, as if it was a game. Perhaps 
pretending it was all a game would take her mind off her 
longing to just be able to go back home. 


"Maybe," Mia glanced around the park, and then her face 
crumpled, registering disappointment. "Oh no, | don't 
believe it, we came at the complete wrong time. It's... the 
Snob Mob!" 


"What?" Jenna frowned, wondering what kind of thing a snob 
mob was. The cars had been weird enough, was the snob 
mob something even weirder? She looked in the direction 
that Mia was facing, and saw three slightly older looking 
girls walking towards them, derisive looks on their faces. The 
older women were all well dressed, one of them had purple 
hair and the other two had brown hair. Jenna realised that 
she actually recognised these people. The purple haired girl 
could only be... that girl who mistook Felix for Isaac... at this 
moment, the name escaped Jenna, and the other two were 
unmistakably Chaucha and Kushinada. 


"Hello!" Chaucha said in a snotty voice, leering at Jenna and 
Mia, her red painted mouth twisting as she spoke. "Aww, 
look, it's the wee little girls! How are you today? Oh, I'm 
sorry, you're not going to cry... are you?" 


"Shut up, holeface," Mia growled. "Or else I'll close that hole 
in your face for you. | mean it!" She was clearly angry, and 
Jenna was even a little surprised, since she had only seen 
the Mia she knew this angry once... when they learnt about 
Alex and his true motives on Mars Lighthouse. 


"Ooh, talking all big now?" Kushinada said huffily, throwing 
an arm around the smirking Chaucha's shoulders. "You're 
only wee little sixth formers anyway, what kind of way is 
that to speak to us? We dropped out of education... like, 
years ago. You must be thick!" 


"You're the one who's going to wind up thick, because you 
dropped out," said Mia smartly. "So you flunked university, 
you're going to miss out on learning new things. So... hah!" 


Chaucha and Kushinada did not bother to respond, they just 
rolled their eyes at her and sighed exaggeratedly, 
whispering to each other and giggling mockingly, throwing 


glares at her. Mia stared at them defiantly, her arms crossed 
against her chest, in a bold display. She was not going to 
back down, she would defend herself if she had to. 


"Hey!" The purplehaired girl said loudly, staring intently at 
Jenna. Jenna sharply looked up, meeting her stern green 
eyes and coolly returned her glare. "What are you being so 
quiet for?" Jenna did not respond, she just remained silent 
and the older girl took umbrage at this. "The cheeky little 
minx!" She growled, turning to Chaucha and Kushinada and 
gesturing wildly at Jenna. "She is ignoring me! How dare 
she!" 


"Come on, Jenna," Mia threw her arm around Jenna's 
shoulders and walked off with her. "The Snob Mob might ruin 
their lipstick with all that shouting, we couldn't possibly 
deprive them of PERFECT FACES." Jenna was clearly aware of 
the three women throwing insults at their backs, but since 
Mia was ignoring them, Jenna ignored them as well. 


"What is up with them?" Jenna exclaimed aloud once they 
were out of earshot of the 'Snob Mob'. 


"Snobs, that's all they are, snobs with painted faces," Mia 
scowled crossly. "Just because they have all got ‘great, 
popular’ boyfriends. Feizhi, she's got this guy named Hsu 
who is some champion fighter or something. And Chaucha's 
got this guy named Briggs, who has his own yacht, and 
Kushinada's got some guy named Susa, who's like, great at 
drama and he's been in the theatre a few times performing. 
So what? We've got Isaac and Garet, and they are enough!" 


"Yeah," Jenna nodded, although slightly perplexed though 
she preferred not to make Mia explain, since she seemed to 
be the type of person to go on long rants. "I know. How 
dumb." 


"Hmm, what should we do next?" Mia was thinking again, 
and then she quickly came up with the answer. "I know! Lets 
go and have lunch at my house, my parents won't mind after 
all. That annoying Alex's staying at my house again, but 
you're used to him, so we'll just have to put up with him." 


"Alex?" Jenna spoke, half to herself. She didn't really 
understand why Alex was staying at her house and hoped 
that Mia might explain without getting too suspicious of her. 


"Yeah, my cousin, DUH, remember him?" Mia shot her a look. 
"The annoying, wimpy guy who talks a lot, whinges all the 
time and only loves himself? That Alex? If only his parents 
weren't away working all the time... sometimes | almost 
think he lives at my house." 


"Yeah, it's alright, | remember," Jenna laughed fakely, 
following Mia as they walked down some more roads. "That 
annoying Alex. But | suppose it's nice of your family to look 
after him if his parents are away, huh?" A sudden blaring 
sound rang out from a shop nearby and Jenna jumped in 
shock, looking around quickly, then deciding there was no 
danger turned her attention back to Mia, who had 
miraculously gone quiet. They soon stopped in front of a 
new house, and Mia started walking up the driveway, so 
Jenna did too, staring fascinatedly at Mia's house. The 
garden was kept well in order, with a tree, and the house 
was large, coloured in whites and blues. Mia pulled open the 
door and let Jenna inside before closing it behind her. 


"Home, sweet home," Mia sighed half-heartedly, leading 
Jenna into the kitchen. "Well, lets just start fixing up some 
lunch before that idiot Alex comes along and ruins it. What 
do you want? We've got..." She quickly performed a check of 
the fridge and the cupboards. "Plenty of stuff. Bread, meat, 


vegs... lots of things. Mum and Dad do like to keep the place 
well stocked after all." 


"I'll have... a cheese and ham sandwich," Jenna shrugged, 
not really caring too much about what she had for lunch. 
She sat on a chair and idly kicked the leg of the table, while 
Mia prepared the lunch. She handed a plate to Jenna, 
already holding one herself with another sandwich on it. 


"There you go, now lets go up to my room," Mia suggested. 
Jenna nodded and stood up, following Mia through the long 
hallway and up the stairs, through a decorative hallway 
filled with flowers and pictures in every corner, and then 
they were in Mia's room. Jenna was mildly impressed by all 
the things Mia had managed to fit in her room, even if most 
of them she did not recognise. Mia sat on the bed and began 
munching on her sandwich, and Jenna did the same, still 
staring at the room while she ate her sandwich. They 
finished, and the plates were placed on the dresser, still 
covered with bread crumbs. 


"Let's listen to music," Mia kneeled down in front of a rack 
with odd flat, square boxes in it and she stared at each 
different looking box, until selecting one and drawing it out 
from the rack. She then gripped it in both hands and 
wrenched it apart with a neat click sound as it opened. 


"Oh, look, the two little girls are reunited, isn't that cute?" A 
new voice floated into the room, followed by footsteps. Jenna 
turned and saw somebody who could only be Alex walking 
into the room. He was wearing casual looking clothes and his 
long blue hair was tied back in a ponytail. Jenna had never 
really thought she'd ever see Alex wearing hi hair in a 
ponytail, but no, here was another Alex doing it. 


"Get out of my room, Alex!" Mia exclaimed in exasperation, 
grabbing a cushion off the floor and flinging it at Alex who 
neatly caught it. "You can be such a brat sometimes." 


"| am wounded," Alex looked pitifully at the cushion. He 
looked up at Jenna and slight confusion registered on his 
face. "Where have YOU been, | thought you came to this 
house every second of every hour of every day-" 


"We get the picture, Alex!" Mia shouted, standing up and 
walking over to a small object on her desk. She pulled a 
round, flat object out of the box and placed it into the thing, 
then pushed a button. Music started flowing out from the 
strange object. 


"| was in a coma," Jenna explained, with a frown etched on 
her forehead. She was wondering if this was the case back 
home, because she obviously couldn't be awake there if she 
was awake here, so she had to be in a coma back home, but 
what would happen? Jenna shivered a little at the thought of 
it, and tried to let the music soothe her. It was loud and 
rhythmical, yet unusual, but still had a nice effect. 


"| see," Alex dropped the cushion on the floor and shrugged 
half-heartedly. "Well, Mia, your music sucks, so I'm out of 
here. You should be glad | can stick your room, who would 
want to put up with such a stinky room like this?" 


"GET OUT, ALEX!" Mia shouted so that she could be clearly 
heard over the blaring music. Alex grinned and did as she 
said, turning around in the doorway to stick his tongue out 
at them, before leaving. Jenna shook her head and went 
back to focusing on listening to the music. Alex was so 
weird, but then again the Alex she knew was pretty weird as 
well. Just weird in a slightly different way. 


Jenna stayed at Mia's house, just listening to music and 
looking through some books that she had for the rest of the 
day, until suppertime and then she had to go home. 
Fortunately, Mia walked her back so that she didn't need to 
worry about getting lost. 


"Oh!" Mia said suddenly, as they were walking up the 
driveway to Jenna's ‘house’. "I almost forgot! Tomorrow 
night, we could go out to this fantastic nightclub! I'm sure 
Isaac and Garet will come with us. Loads of people are going, 
it's like this really big thing. How about it? In fact, you 
should come to my house again tomorrow morning and I'll 
help you get ready for it because you don't have very good 
dress sense." 


"Okay, sure," Jenna nodded eagerly, trying to ignore the 
direct slur on her dress sense. How could it have any basis 
anyway, since Jenna wasn't even wearing what she normally 
wore anyway. "Tomorrow morning then." 


"Later!" Mia turned and walked away, waving as she left. 
Jenna waved as well, then she strode up to the house, 
walking straight in and closing the door. She could hear 
people talking, and considered just going straight upstairs 
rather than facing them, but what was the use? They would 
probably be worse if she avoided them. Sighing, Jenna 
walked in the direction of the talking and found herself in 
the lounge, where Adam and Ellen were sitting, watching a 
box with pictures on it that was making noise. 


"I'm 'home'," said Jenna bleakly, not all that interested in 
some weird box that had pictures and sound somehow. 


"Okay," said Ellen, not bothering to look up since she was 
too interested in watching the box to acknowledge the 
newly arrived Jenna. "Fine." 


"There's some macaroni in the fridge," Adam offered, not 
looking up either, also engrossed in watching the strange, 
alien looking box. 


"Fine," Jenna turned and walked out. She ended up having 
cold, gluey macaroni for supper, but she just did not care. 
Then it was straight to bed, where she could have cried 
herself to sleep, but she was too exhausted to cry, so she 
simply just fell asleep and had even more strange dreams 
she would not remember. 


"Do you think everything's kind of slowed down?" Isaac 
spoke up from where he was sitting on a hillock, looking 
around the village with its still only half done houses. "It's 
like everybody's... stopped." 


"I can't work," Garet said miserably, looking up at the bright 
blue sky. It was a warm, balmy evening but it could not 
soothe the Adepts' low spirits. "Nobody's working." 


"Only those two stupid idiots," said Sheba bitterly. "And 
that's just because Felix's making them." 


"If it wasn't for their laziness, Jenna wouldn't be in a coma," 
said Felix sourly, aiming and kicking a pebble so that it 
bounced away. "I blame them." 


"I can't help but worry," Mia anxiously sucked on a strand of 
her aquamarine hair. "Jenna's not getting any food or drink 
while she's sleeping, and it could be bad in the long run." 


"Hopefully she will wake up soon," Picard clasped his hands 
together and looked hopeful. "The blow cannot have been 
too severe, perhaps she will be back on her feet quickly." 


"It's already been three days," Ivan bit his lip. "If only I'd 
tried to help Jenna better, but she was falling so quickly. | 


cast Whirlwind but..." 
"Don't blame yourself, Ivan..." Isaac ordered him. 


As the sky grew dark and the weather grew colder, the 
Adepts sat there in a corner of the unfinished village, in 
private thought, worrying for Jenna, but in the end, nothing 
was helping her so they had to get back to Vault and rest up 
for tomorrow, walking back in silence as a group. 


4. Chapter 4 


Shattered Realities 


Not much to say... 


Camelot owns Golden Sun. 


The Secret Out 


Jenna awoke drowsily, muddled dreams fading in her mind. 
She was not surprised anymore to see that she was still 
stuck in that room, in a living hell as she called it. Yawning, 
Jenna subconsciously pulled herself out of bed and got 
dressed, faintly remembering that the girl called Mia who 
resembled a girl named Mia she knew would be coming 
today to take Jenna to her house and that they were going 
somewhere tonight. What it was, Jenna could not quite 
remember. 


‘Probably some alien thing,’ Jenna thought, wrinkling her 
nose in distaste as she walked down the stairs. However, 
even if it was alien, it was better than being stuck in this 
poxy house. She could just hear the people masquerading as 
her parents shouting from the kitchen and a small part of 
her mind wondered what they were arguing about. Jenna 
quickly pushed that thought away, vehemently deciding 
that it did not matter. She casually strode into the kitchen 
and prepared some cereal, the two adults fortunately not 
noticing her frenzied search for the cutlery drawer or the 
crockery cupboard as they continued to yell at each other. 


"Good morning," Jenna said with a light hint of sarcasm as 
she poured milk onto the cereal. The adults stopped talking, 
glanced at her briefly, then Ellen strode out of the room, 
almost slamming the door behind her. Jenna stared at her 
cereal, wondering what was the matter with that strange 
woman. A few minutes later, Adam followed, and Jenna 
quickly ate up the last of the cereal, wiping milk off her 
mouth. 


‘What utter weirdoes,' Jenna leaned on the table, resting her 
head on her arms and thinking. She was now thinking about 
the people she knew in her world who were also present here 
somehow. Felix wasn't here, Sheba was the little girl next 
door, Mia, Isaac and Garet had similar roles to her own 
world's, Alex was strangely enough Mia's cousin. And what 
of Ivan and his sister, Hama, and Picard? Jenna decided to 
ask Mia later. 


Morning had freshly dawned on Weyard, and Vault was fully 
awake, but the Valeans had not gone down to the village 
yet. Most of the people at the inn were still having breakfast. 
Isaac had already finished, and so had Mia, a few minutes 
before. She was now sitting outside, feeling the cold air rush 
past her yet not caring. Isaac came out of the inn and sat 
down next to her. The two Adepts remained side by side in 
silence until Isaac finally decided to break the quiet. 


"Mia?" Isaac ventured, sneaking a glance at the young 
Mercury Adept. She was mute, hunched over and he could 
not see her face clearly, but he could sense that something 
was up with Mia. Judging by her silence, she could be upset 
or angry with somebody. He figured that she was upset, and 
he could guess why. "Are you okay?" Isaac spoke again. 


"I... l'm so worried," Mia said in a tiny voice, barely above a 
whisper. She did not move to look at Isaac, remaining as she 


was. "I... can't help it..." 


"Mia, it's okay," Isaac tried to assure her. "It's going to be 
alright. What's wrong?" 


"I'm just worried about Jenna," Mia looked at him, her face 
pale and a tear running down her cheek. "I feel so useless, | 
can't do a thing. What if she..." Mia bit her lip and fell silent 
again, hardly daring to finish her ominous sentence, as if 
saying that little word might cause it to happen for real. 


"Hey," Isaac put his arm around her and held her close, 
soothing her in his warm embrace. "Don't be like that, Mia. 
Jenna's a strong girl, I'm sure she'll be fine. Don't blame 
yourself for being unable to do anything. I'm sure you're 
being a big help just by being there. And we wouldn't have 
done so well in our quest if it wasn't for you." 


"Really?" Mia flushed. "Well... | did give you access to the 
Mercury Lighthouse, | guess..." 


"Not just that," Isaac smiled. "You've been a good healer, a 
great friend, somebody who's great to travel with. | mean it, 
Mia, you're more important than you might think." 


"Thanks, Isaac," Mia sighed heavily. "But | still can't really 
help worrying... I've got a bad feeling about something, and 
| don't know what to do about it." 


"Mia," Isaac released his grip and placed his hands on Mia's 
shoulders, giving her a level stare, his blue eyes warm with 
compassion yet serious. "Stop worrying. Be strong, have 
faith in yourself. You're a wonderful healer, and I'm sure that 
you're helping Jenna even if it's not showing. Keep trying, 
Mia, but stop worrying. Please." 


"Alright," Mia said finally, attempting a smile. "Thanks, 
Isaac, you're a great friend to have around. I'll try not to 
worry so much, | promise." 


"Good," Isaac hugged her. "I'm sure you'll keep your 
promise." 


“Course | will," Mia whispered into his tunic. 


The door seemed to ring again, and Jenna was waiting. As 
soon as it emitted that strange ringing sound, she yanked 
the door open and was of course greeted by Mia. 


"Good morning," Jenna greeted Mia, remembering to put on 
her fake smile. 


"Morning," Mia smiled back. "So... are your parents in then?" 


"Yeah," Jenna pulled a face. "They are fighting as usual, so 
it's a bit annoying." 


"I Know what you mean," Mia nodded sagely. She paused for 
a brief moment, glancing upwards as a strange roaring thing 
floated through the sky, then looked back at Jenna. "So...! 
You ready to come over to mine then?" 


"Sure," Jenna nodded eagerly, hardly able to wait any longer 
before she could get away from the house that was not her 
home. "Need me to bring anything?" 


"Nah," Mia grinned. "I don't think you've got very much 
you'd want to take. I've got plenty of things at home, we can 
use those. Alright? So... uh... you want to ask your parents 
before you leave?" 


"Huh!" Jenna stepped outside onto the doorstep and shut 
the door behind her, grinning wickedly. "Mia, my parents 


don't HAVE to know that I'm gone!" She realised she'd called 
them her parents and almost threw up, but managed to hold 
back the impulse in case it made Mia suspicious or 
something. 


"| like your attitude," Mia side-eyed her, chuckling in 
amusement. "Lets go before they catch you!" 


"Ooh, I'm scared," Jenna looked up at the house and away 
again, following in Mia's footsteps for Mia was already 
walking down the path. "Seriously, they don't care about me 
one bit and | don't care about them. All they do is argue 
and... watch the stupid box," Jenna cringed at that lame 
name for the alien object she did not know the real name of. 
"Give me a break!" 


"Awww," Mia slung her arm around Jenna's shoulders and 
looked pityingly at her. "You poor baby... but | suppose they 
are your parents and they do give you a roof over your head 
and free food. That's got to count for something, right?" 


"Whatever," Jenna murmured, feeling a sudden sadness 
rising in her, but why she was sad, she was not really sure. 
Perhaps she was just feeling homesick. Jenna willed herself 
to try and act more cheerful in case Mia suspected 
something was up and grilled her for the information. She 
seemed to be a bit of a pushy person and it was not a good 
idea to make her curious. She would never let it go. 


Mia chattered on as usual as the duo walked to her house, 
through the streets that Jenna would never care to memorise 
for as long as she was stuck in this world. Jenna of course 
just listened to her and agreed with whatever she said. She 
wasn't feeling very talkative now, and anyway she was 
thinking more about Ivan, Hama and Picard, and their 
alternate counterparts in this world, who she would have to 


ask Mia about. At least she was hoping that Mia did know 
who they were. 


"Oh, look, it's Tweedledum and Tweedledee," said Alex 
snidely as Jenna and Mia came into the house, Mia closing 
the door behind them. She then gave Alex a scathing glare. 


"Oh dear," Mia said in a disappointed sounding voice. "And 
the day was going so nicely too. What a pity. Never mind, 
lets just ignore the creep and hurry upstairs." She grabbed 
Jenna's arm and dragged her upstairs, Alex watching with a 
smirk on his face. Jenna got the feeling that he quite 
enjoyed winding up Mia... his cousin, Jenna thought, with a 
slight shudder. The shudder grew even more violent as she 
thought about Alex's crush on Mia... 


‘Stop it!’ Jenna reprimanded herself, jerking her head and 
sending the crazy thoughts away. 'In YOUR world, Alex and 
Mia are NOT related. In THIS world, they ARE, and Alex has 
not got anything on Mia...!' Still, she couldn't shake off the 
disturbed feeling and sat on Mia's bed, feeling a little bit 
revolted. 


"So, what do you want to do?" Mia asked, bouncing onto the 
bed and grabbing a cushion which she hugged to her chest. 
"We shouldn't need to start getting ready until this 
afternoon. Any ideas?" 


"Mia," Jenna turned and looked at the person who looked like 
her best friend. She lay down on her belly and propped her 
chin on her hands, so she could look right up. "I was just 
wondering... do you know this guy named... Picard? Piers?" 
Jenna tentatively used his second name, the name Picard 
never used simply because he prefered his first name, but in 
this world, it seemed out of place for some reason. 


"Picard?" Mia laughed, emitting a shrill tinkle as she did so, 
and shook her head furiously, grinning in amusement. 
"That's such a weird name, you know. | have no clue where 
you could get such a ridiculous name from, did you make it 
up or something?" 


"Piers, then?" Jenna asked insistently, refusing to go ahead 
and agree with this girl when she was actually talking about 
one of Jenna's own, real, and closest friends. She felt a lump 
in her throat as she thought of home, and swallowed it back 
down, grimacing at how difficult it was to shake off the 
feeling of homesickness. 


"Piers... it's a funny name too, but yeah, I've heard of 
someone named Piers..." Mia frowned and tightened her grip 
on the cushion. "Actually, he's kind of infamous... well, that's 
the best way I can put it. It means that he is well-known for 
bad things." 


"Bad things?" Jenna gulped, getting the feeling that she was 
not about to like whatever she was going to hear next. Who 
could possibly know what these bad things were that Picard, 
or Piers, was responsible for? She firmly decided to call this 
bad guy Piers, at least this was one instance where she 
could distinguish real life and this strange, substitute life, 
and Jenna was privately thankful for that. 


"Piers is a criminal," Mia said seriously. "He came over from 
some far off continent known as Lemurland or something 
like that, and he was a bit strange, a bit funny in the head. 
At first he was just one of those guys who you could find 
dealing drugs in the backstreets at night, but then... there 
was a crimewave in local areas. People were getting raped 
and murdered. It was horrible." 


"When did this start?" Jenna asked, a frown knitting on her 
forehead. If this had started long before her 'coma', then 
wouldn't Mia be acting as if she should know? Unless it had 
started afterwards and then she had perfectly good reason 
to ask away. 


"I'm not surprised you didn't know at first," Mia smiled 
sympathetically. "Being cooped up in the house all that 
time, you weren't likely to have heard about Piers. | only 
heard about it because | watch TV a lot, and | watch the 
news, oh and | also get out more often than you. Anyway... | 
guess things got really bad just before the accident." 


"The accident?" Jenna asked curiously. "What accident are 
you talking about, Mia?" 


"Your accident," Mia insisted. "The accident three months 
ago, that ended up with you in a coma. Don't you 
remember? You were crossing the road, and you got hit by a 
car in which there were a stupid bunch of teenage louts 
joyriding. Don't worry, they all got punished for it." 


"Okay..." Jenna pretended to look pleased at the news of the 
teenage louts getting punished, and wondered if those guys 
who had told her to go and get the lumber were getting 
punished too. She sure hoped so at least. "So that's it, is it? 
He just became a criminal just like that?" 


"jenna," Mia sighed exaggeratedly, shooting her a scornful 
look. "He was already a bad boy, he just wasn't caught 
before. There was this really bad thing that happened. Piers 
was suddenly banged up for murder, he got caught. It was 
about a month after you fell into your coma." Mia looked 
away Sadly. 


"Murder?" Jenna queried, in a hushed voice, the brown irises 
of her eyes shrinking. This Piers was actually a murderer? 


The thought sent a shiver up her spine and she inhaled 
Sharply, half wishing to know what Mia was talking about, 
yet half of her not really wanting to know, but her curiosity 
won over in the end. 


"There was this boy named Ivan," Mia looked up at the 
ceiling as she began her tale, either not hearing or ignoring 
Jenna's gasp of shock. "He was only 16 years old, just a year 
younger than us, and he had just finished major exams. He 
was a winner, he got brilliant results. Everybody was proud 
of him. He had had a hard life, both his parents died when 
he was little and he was brought up by his older sister. Then 
that monster Piers ruined it all!" Mia paused for breath, 
Shaking violently. "Ivan was walking home one night, and 
Piers... he came out of nowhere and he stabbed Ivan... then 
ran and left the poor boy to bleed to death. Somebody else 
saw Piers however, they even took a photo of him doing it 
because they happened to have their camera..." 


Jenna considered asking what a photo or a camera was, but 
then decided not to interrupt Mia's tale. Sad though it was, 
she wished to hear more. She felt sorry to hear that Ivan was 
dead, but then reminded herself the lvan she knew was very 
much alive and there was nothing to be sad about. 


"Why anybody was taking photos in the night is beyond 
me," Mia exhaled deeply and looked at Jenna, her eyes filled 
with sadness. "Ivan died very quickly. His sister... Hama... 
she took it badly. Very badly. Even when Piers was thrown in 
jail and sentenced for 10 years, She kidnapped this boy who 
looked like Ivan and took him to Vault, to the great bridge 
over the river... and held a knife to his throat!" 


Jenna suddenly felt hitting the blue-haired girl over the 
head, but held back her impulse and listened attentively, 
however ludicrous the tale sounded to her ears. 


"The police came and they managed to take the boy away," 
Mia said with a note of relief in her voice. "But then Hama 
jumped into the river. She was half-drowned when they 
pulled her out, and they sentenced the poor young woman 
to a mental hospital. The death of her little brother just 
caused her to lose it. Poor, poor Hama. Poor Ivan." 


"Yeah, poor Hama and Ivan," Jenna agreed, becoming very 
interested in the decorative bedcover that was draped over 
Mia's bed. It was dark blue with light blue dolphins and blue 
teardrops all over it and the dolphins' beady eyes seemed to 
gleam, looking straight up at her. 


"Say, where did you hear the name Piers anyway?" Mia 
looked at Jenna curiously. "I don't get how you could know 
his name if you were in a coma at the time, and you're 
asking me who he is anyway. Why is that?" 


‘Rats,’ Jenna thought frantically, trying to come up with a 
speedy excuse for it. "Er, my... mother mentioned it to my 
father... and | was wondering who he was." She had to make 
a huge effort to be able to say ‘mother’ and ‘father’ and 
even then, she felt sick. 


"| see..." Mia nodded and then shrugged casually. "Well, 
there you go, now you know who he is. Right... we should 
have takeaway pizza for lunch, but we'll order it later..." 
Jenna quickly lapsed back into her half-listening phase while 
she wandered off into her thoughts. 


That night was one of the scariest nights that Jenna had ever 
experienced in her whole life. First she'd travelled in one of 
those weird things called cars with the people who called 
themselves Mia, Isaac and Garet, and the car had taken 
them to a big building where Jenna was severely 
disorientated and frightened. It was so dark and there were 


funny lights in different colours, and noises so loud that they 
shook the building with every beat. Jenna wanted to run, but 
she had nowhere to run, so she simply submitted herself to 
dancing with Garet, while Mia went off with Isaac to dance 
among the smothering crowds of people everywhere around 
her. It was a nightmare, with people pushing and shoving in 
every direction, and she was unable to see anywhere, 
blinded by the fierce lighting that was so unnatural. 


"Do you think she looks scared?" Garet wondered as he sat 
next to Jenna's unconscious form, holding her hand which 
was warm despite the fact that Jenna had slept for days. 


"How can she look scared? She's asleep," Isaac spoke as if 
that should have been obvious, but he said it in the way a 
mother would speak patiently to a child. "There's nothing for 
her to be scared of. If she was scared before she fell into that 
coma, it was probably when she was falling onto the bricks." 


"Maybe she's dreaming," Picard suggested. "People dream 
when they sleep, so it makes sense. In this case, she could 
be having a nightmare. How about that?" 


"A nightmare she can't wake up from?" Sheba frowned and 
stared strangely at Picard as if he had just said something 
completely stupid, but of course it wasn't, to Sheba it simply 
did not make sense. "That's stupid. | always wake up from 
my nightmares. | have to... why would | want to stay in my 
nightmare?" 


"Oh, you have nightmares, Sheba?" Ivan spoke up 
immediately, a curious glint in his amethyst eyes, his mouth 
curling upwards into a smile. "And what do you have 
nightmares about, exactly?" 


"That is none of your business," Sheba responded, shooting 
a stare directly at the male Jupiter Adept. "You don't need to 


know what | dream about, thanks." 


"| wonder what Jenna is dreaming about," Felix mused. "Is 
she dreaming lots of dreams or one dream?" 


"It's not hard to find out," Ivan grinned deviously. "All | need 
to do is read her mind..." 


"No!" Felix said immediately, glowering at him, his brown 
eyes glowing like hot coals. "That's just plain rude." 


"Ivan!" Mia looked shocked at such a suggestion, her mouth 
dropping open. "How could you even think of reading 
Jenna's mind when she's in no position to stop you from 
doing it?" 


"Sorry, sorry," Ivan backed off nervously, shuffling back over 
the floor to put distance between himself and the others so 
that he wasn't within hitting range... or Psynergy range if he 
was lucky. "I was just kidding. | didn't really mean it." 


"I've only seen Jenna look this scared once before," Garet 
concernedly studied Jenna's face, her pale drawn face, her 
wide open mouth with the corners turned down, adamant 
that something was wrong with her. "Really." 


"When was that?" Isaac asked out of curiosity, fingering his 
golden scarf and thinking of his own scariest moments. He 
had had quite a few after all. Maybe too many to count, 
since his journey hadn't exactly been plain going the whole 
Way. 


"The day the boulder fell," Garet looked expectantly at his 
fellow Valeans. "Remember?" 


"| was in a river, you can't expect me to remember that, 
since | was more concerned about saving my life than how 


people looked," Felix said shortly. "I think you're probably 
right though. | know | was scared, but anybody would be if 
they were holding on for their life in a raging river in a storm 
when a boulder's threatening to fall on your head." 


"Jeez, she must be dreaming something very scary," Garet 
shook his head, looking amazedly at Jenna. 


"Do you think she knows we're nearby?" Mia asked quietly. 
"Sitting near her and talking. Can she hear us?" 


"We'll ask her when she wakes up," Isaac said confidently. A 
hush fell over the room as everybody found themselves 
thinking the question they didn't dare speak. The question 
of whether Jenna would actually ever wake up at all. Mia 
knew her body would soon be on the verge of breaking 
down, and if she didn't wake up soon... she squeezed her 
eyes shut in silent prayer and tried to block that dark 
thought from her mind. 


"I'm exhausted," Jenna yawned and rubbed her eyes as the 
four stepped out of the nightclub. She was relieved to be 
finally out of that scary place and she knew for sure that she 
never wanted to be somewhere like that ever again. It was 
well past evening, possibly sometime in the middle of the 
night, and the breeze was icy against her skin for she was 
only wearing a simple, thin dress that Mia had given her. It 
was dark green, like emeralds, and it actually looked quite 
nice on her, but Jenna thought it was a bit too skimpy for her 
liking. She hadn't said that though, it would be rude to 
insult Mia's generosity like that. 


"Yeah, me too," Garet murmured thickly, stumbling as he 
held Jenna on his arm. Jenna ignored him, for she had really 
been talking to herself. As far as she concerned, this Garet 
was an alien impostor or something and he wasn't worth 


talking to. Jenna had definitely not allowed him to get 
anywhere near kissing her, dancing with him was bad 
enough, and she'd rather kiss the real Garet after he'd been 
eating garlic or something smelly, it would be preferable to 
her anyway. 


"Me and Jenna had better get back to my house," said Mia in 
an urgent voice, looking a little bit alarmed and flushed with 
exhaustion. "We were at the nightclub for longer than | 
expected, and her parents aren't going to be very happy 
with her when she gets home. The earlier we get back, the 
better... | hope." 


"Chill, baby," Isaac drew her into a kiss and smiled fondly 
down at her. Jenna made a face and looked away, not used 
to being subjected to displays of public affection. "The car 
goes really fast, you know. I'm proud of it, look... it does 250 
miles an hour." 


"| don't think we need to go that fast, Isaac," Mia told him, 
chuckling as she spoke. Jenna wondered what she meant by 
fast and then she decided that she didn't really want to 
know. She wearily climbed into the car and Mia slid in the 
seat next to her, while Isaac and Garet got into the front 
seats. Jenna lay back against the seat and tried to ignore the 
car's fierce roaring as it shot off down the road with a terrific 
jolting motion. 


They were back at Mia's house in no time at all. Jenna 
quickly slipped out of the car and waited by the path as Mia 
had a farewell embrace with Isaac, then Mia quickly spirited 
her away inside and up to her room where Jenna quickly 
changed. Alex was not around to tease them, but Jenna 
supposed he might be in his room or something. 


"Okay, are you ready?" asked Mia, still looking concerned. 
"We've got to hurry, and we really shouldn't have to go back 
for anything. | can't believe | let you stay out so late, | 
should have watched the time... I'm so sorry!" She 
frustratedly swept her hair away from her brow and paced 
around, waiting for Jenna's answer. 


"Relax, I've got everything," Jenna was slightly disturbed by 
Mia's overreacting but she just tried to calm her down rather 
than be too truthful. "So, are we going now then?" She 
wished she didn't have to go to that house, but if Mia was so 
worried about it, then maybe she just had to. 


"Yeah," Mia took her arm and led her downstairs. "Now, it's 
too dark for us to walk back so we'll have to take my car." 
Jenna couldn't imagine Mia having a roaring, noisy thing but 
of course she didn't say that. "Now where did | put the keys? 
Ah! They're in the kitchen!" Mia quickly disappeared into 
the kitchen and came back out, jangling a bunch of keys in 
her hand. "Okay, lets go." 


Out again they went into the icy breeze, Mia slamming the 
door by accident in her frustration and practically dragging 
Jenna to the car. Jenna hurriedly got in and Mia went around, 
getting in the other side, and then they were off, the car 
roaring all the way over to Jenna's house. She reluctantly 
fumbled with the door, still learning how to open it, and 
eventually was back outside on the pavement. 


"Goodnight, Jenna," Mia waved and smiled. "Good luck with 
the parents. With any luck, they'll still be asleep. If they are, 
sneak past or something, alright?" 


"Okay. Goodnight." Jenna nodded and closed the door, 
waving briefly as Mia put her foot down and the car went 
charging off down the road. Jenna watched it disappear into 


the darkness then she turned and walked up the pathway, 
biting her lip so hard she actually tasted blood. She reached 
out to grip the doorknob but to her surprise, she heard 
something like fumbling and clicking, and then the door was 
wrenched open. Jenna immediately saw the two people who 
dared to look like her parents, and then a vice-like grip 
grabbed her arm, wrenching her inside, and the slam of the 
door echoed in her ears. 


"WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN?" Ellen bellowed, her eyes glowing 
like fire. Her hair was falling around her shoulders in a 
messy, scarlet disarray and she looked furious, her face 
turning beet red in her anger. Jenna actually shrank back 
from her wild temper, although it could have just been a 
combination of shock and tiredness that contributed to it. 


"Do you realise how worried we've both been?" Adam 
demanded over Ellen's shoulder, looking somewhat calmer 
yet still somewhat angry, his eyes blazing. "You've worried 
us both, disappearing in the early hours of the morning and 
then just swanning back inside THIS LATE! It's past 
midnight!" 


"| didn't swan in, | was pulled in!" Jenna shouted back. A 
sound slap greeted her and she winced, placing her hand to 
her cheek, shooting the woman a hurt look for slapping her 
like that without warning. It was weird to have a woman who 
looked like her mother hitting her, and definitely not nice at 
all. 


"How dare you talk back to us like that!" Ellen screamed, 
spittle flying from her mouth. She was shaking with anger as 
she vented her fury directly at Jenna. "You are a disgraceful, 
ungrateful child, you're selfish and rude and I'm disgusted 
with you!" 


Jenna remained silent, focusing on the throbbing pain in her 
cheek and wishing she was able to use Psynergy, a simple 
Aura spell could do something about it at least. A red mark 
was already displayed where she had been hit, in the shape 
of a handprint. 


"| thought it was supposed to be third time lucky or 
something, but perhaps | was wrong..." Ellen scowled, her lip 
curling with disgust. 


"Ellen!" Adam said sharply, looking alarmed. "Be careful...!" 


"No, maybe it's time she knew," Ellen said stonily, noting the 
confusion that was in Jenna's eyes. "That's right, you're my 
third child. | suppose you're wondering where the other two 
are?" Jenna tentatively nodded, feeling curious yet a little 
scared of this raging woman with a terrible temper. "Fine... 
I'll tell you..." 


"Ellen..." Adam pleaded. "Think about it first..." 


"No. Shut up Adam," Ellen growled. "My first child... the child 
| hardly dare call my child... 25 years ago, | was raped. | was 
disgusted and shocked and | would have had it aborted, but 
by the time | realised | was pregnant it was too late, so | had 
to go ahead and as soon as it was born, | had him put up for 
adoption." 


Jenna wrinkled her nose, not liking what she was hearing. 
Who even wanted to hear about rape? Especially when it 
was coming from a woman who resembled her mother! Jenna 
continued to listen though, at least it was better than 
getting smacked about by a lunatic woman. 


"The second child... shortly after | married your father, | got 
pregnant," Ellen exhaled. "I never really wanted children, 
but | thought | might as well go through with it. It was about 


a year before you were born... shortly before he was born, he 
miscarried... so, | buried him. Didn't even give him a name 
though." 


Jenna mentally went over this information, and her mouth 
dropped open as she pieced together the information that it 
had been a boy a year older than her. So Felix had sort of, 
well, nearly existed in this world after all, but he was dead, 
not even born since he'd died before he was born. 


"After that, our marriage was starting to fall apart," Ellen 
spoke in a subdued tone. "I suppose the stress of it was too 
much for us both, so you know what? | did the stupidest 
thing | could. | had a child to save our marriage. And that 
child was YOU!" 


"Oh," Jenna couldn't really think of anything better to say. 
What could she say? As far as she was concerned, she had 
absolutely nothing to say because this world had nothing to 
do with her, nothing in it concerned her, she had just 
literally fallen into it by accident. Ellen turned and walked 
away, and Adam hurriedly went after her, neither of them 
speaking to Jenna. She sighed and then hurtled upstairs, 
changing into her pyjamas and scrambling into her bed 
where now she could cry herself to sleep. She was hurting 
inside and outside, hurt and lonely, and wanting nothing 
more than to go home. But would she ever go home? 


5. Chapter 5 


Shattered Realities 


The fic gets... interesting about now. Heh heh... 


Camelot owns Golden Sun. 


Drunken Passion 


Mia sat anxiously at Jenna's bedside, looking at her 
anxiously, distress clearly reflected in her aqua eyes. Jenna 
was getting worse, Mia just knew she was. Jenna was 
effectively starving to death in her sleep, she was pale and 
certainly looked weak. Mia lifted her arm and was surprised 
at its lightness. Mia bleakly let it drop back to the bed and 
buried her head in her hands, crying quietly. Jenna was 
dying, but Mia could no longer do anything about it. All they 
could do was watch her die, hoping she woke up before it 
was too late. 


Jenna awoke slowly and winced as the painful memories of 
last night came flooding back to her. Yesterday she had 
learnt a lot of things she wouldn't have wanted to know if 
she'd known just how bad they would be. She hadn't even 
asked about the woman's history, just because she looked 
like Jenna's mother didn't mean Jenna wanted to know 
everything about her after all. 


She got out of bed, grabbed some clothes from the wardrobe 
and walked into the bathroom, managing to lock the door. 


She just needed to think, to clear her mind, and the best 
way to do that would be to have a long soak in hot water. 
Although the bathroom looked somewhat different to a 
typical bathroom in her world, she could figure out what she 
was supposed to do, and before long Jenna was lowering 
herself into the tub and sighing blissfully as the hot water 
caressed her body. 


Being relaxed allowed Jenna to think clearly, and she 
thought mainly about what she'd heard last night. It was 
interesting, yet it would the sort of thing that could hurt 
anybody easily. Jenna was sure glad that it didn't actually 
apply to her. She found herself wondering where the other 
Jenna was, the person who should be in this world, in this 
body. Was she sleeping somewhere or something? It made 
no sense, and as Jenna thought about it, it only made her 
head hurt so she had to think about something else instead. 
Her thoughts drifted towards home, and she wondered how 
everybody was coping. 


"When will | go home?" Jenna spoke to herself bitterly, as 
she levered herself out of the bath and pulled a towel 
around herself, standing in the middle of the bathroom while 
water dripped to the floor, creating puddles. "It's not fair..." 
She dried her hair and put her clothes on, discarding the 
towel on the floor, then she headed downstairs, feeling 
slightly nervous in case those people who pretended to be 
her parents were there. 


Surprisingly, they were not, but a little yellow note was 
stuck to the fridge with writing on it. Jenna pulled the note 
off the fridge and looked at it carefully. It said: 'Gone to a 
friend's for a couple of days. Help yourself.' It certainly 
sounded very cold, and Jenna discarded it in the bin, not 
really caring. So what if they were out of the house, at least 
she'd be free of their insane behaviour. 


A shrill ringing sounded through the house and Jenna 
jumped several feet in the air, before she realised she'd 
heard the sound before. It was the funny ringing noise that 
Mia made whenever she came to the house. Jenna quickly 
rushed to the door and opened it. 


"Hey, Jenna!" Mia swept grandly into the house. Jenna closed 
the door and turned to look expectantly at her, wondering 
why Mia had come. 


"What's up?" Jenna asked, raising an eyebrow at Mia's odd 
behaviour. 


"Not much," Mia shrugged, then she looked concernedly at 
Jenna. "How are you? Your parents didn't treat you too badly 
when you got back did they?" 


"They've gone for a few days," said Jenna in a subdued tone, 
looking at the floor and feigning hurt. "Last night | was told 
some very bad things. I... my..." Jenna broke off, and 
desperately tried to think up alternatives to saying mother. 
"| learnt that | was the third child. I've got this eight year 
older brother who was put up for adoption, a result of rape, 
and a year before | was born, | nearly had a brother but he 
died." Jenna exhaled, proud of herself for avoiding certain 
words she would rather not use in regard to certain people. 


"Whoah," Mia held up her hands and shook her head. "Time 
out. Your mom was raped and had a child? Wow... that's odd. 
And... she had a miscarriage too. That's sad." 


"And | was only born to save the marriage," said Jenna 
bleakly, hating Mia for what she'd said. She didn't want to 
call that woman her mother because she wasn't, but this 
stupid person named Mia obviously didn't get it. 


"Well, that's a bummer," Mia shrugged. "But what's done is 
done, | guess. So, do you want to do anything today? I'm 
fresh out of ideas, what about you?" 


"| dunno," Jenna didn't really care. "Just hang out or 
something? | don't really feel like going outside though. | 
don't want to face the world right now, I'd rather just stay in 
here and do nothing." 


"If you want," Mia trailed off into her thoughts and Jenna 
waited, half hoping that Mia might just go off and leave her, 
but then what would she do, left alone in an alien house 
where she didn't belong? Being alone and being in a state 
might be dangerous after all, there was no knowing what 
she'd do if she cracked or something. 


"So...?" Jenna ventured after a long, awkward pause. She 
wasn't really sure what Mia was thinking about, what was 
there to think about? All Mia had to do was leave if she 
wanted to. 


"I Know..." Mia said slowly, her eyes glinting with something, 
Jenna wasn't sure what it was. Mia's mouth curved into a 
grin and Jenna began to feel slightly put off by her sudden 
change of expression. "We should... you know you're not 
allowed in the attic, right?" 


"The attic?" Jenna frowned, her brow wrinkling. "No, I've 
never been up there." That was true at least. She'd rarely 
even been in an attic, attics were dark and creepy. Perfect 
for halloween, but what purpose would going into one gain 
unless you were studying cobwebs or something. 


"Well..." Mia clapped her hands, and the devious expression 
on her face was so intense that Jenna could imagine she had 
little horns on her head and a pointy tail. "Lets go up into 


the attic then and find out what's so important about that 
attic that you're not allowed to go up there!" 


"WHAT?" Jenna facefaulted, looking at Mia with an 
astonished expression on her own face. She didn't even 
want to imagine what was up in that attic, what with this 
world being so alien that there would probably be more than 
just cobwebs and bats up there. But Mia seemed to eager to 
go up there that Jenna probably didn't have a choice, and it 
was probably better than hanging around feeling sad, lonely 
and sorry for herself. 


"Come on!" Mia eagerly grabbed Jenna's arm and Jenna 
tiredly submitted herself to letting Mia drag her wherever 
she liked. It was beginning to get very annoying, but Mia 
didn't seem to be the type of person she wanted to make 
mad, especially since Mia was supposed to be a friend 
anyway. They went up the stairs and halfway across the 
landing, Mia came to a halt and looked up at the ceiling. 
Jenna looked up as well and noticed an inset square in the 
ceiling. It had a ring fixed to it as well. 


"Alright, we need a stick," Mia tapped her chin thoughtfully. 
"Your parents might keep it in their room." When she noticed 
Jenna's confusion, she smiled. "It's just a stick with a hook 
on it! You stick the hook in the ring and you push that door 
up, see?" 


"Oh," Jenna nodded and quickly located the room that 
belonged to Adam and Ellen. It didn't take long to find the 
stick, since it was propped up against the wall next to the 
door. Jenna hurried back over to Mia who grabbed the stick 
and raised it up, fixing the hook into the ring with a tiny 
clink sound and then she started pushing. 


"Oof," Mia strained, glaring up at the square she was trying 
to push up. "This is heavier than | thought. Can you lend a 
hand here, Jenna? The quicker we do this, the more time 
we've got to explore!" 


"We've got all day," Jenna reminded her, grabbing the stick 
and helping Mia to push. The combined weight of the two 
girls was enough to dislodge the square and push it aside. 
Jenna noticed a ladder fixed just besides the new hole in the 
ceiling and Mia dislodged the hook, which she then fixed 
onto the ladder and they pulled it down so that it reached 
the floor and they could easily climb up to the attic. Jenna 
stared fascinatedly at the ladder, wondering how the 
strange mechanism worked. It could be like a spring, but it 
wasn't as bouncy as a spring was meant to be so maybe not. 


The attic was dark and musty, but Mia located a switch and 
the attic was flooded with light. Jenna blinked rapidly in the 
new, blinding yellow light and looked dazedly around the 
attic. There were a few cobwebs, but not a lot. She could 
smell something like damp wood, but it wasn't a terribly 
strong smell so Jenna could put up with that. There were a 
few boxes located in the attic and Mia was already excitedly 
rushing over to look in one. 


"Pee-yew!" Mia exclaimed, lifting the flaps and waving away 
a cloud of dust, wrinkling her nose. She looked into the box 
and grimaced, closing the flaps back down. "Nothing 
interesting in there. Just some dusty old clothes. Never 
mind. Now what's in the other boxes?" 


"I'll see..." Jenna warily walked to the smallest box, located 
in a corner of the attic, and she brushed a layer of dust off 
the worn cardboard, carefully prising up the box flaps. Jenna 
interestedly looked at the contents. "There's a bunch of 
paper in here. It's very dusty too." 


"Of course it's dusty, everything's dusty," Mia kneeled next 
to Jenna and displayed her dust covered index finger. "See? 
Now even my finger is dusty." 


"| see," Jenna reached inside the box and pulled out a small 
pile of paper. "Now lets read this stuff, and see if we can find 
anything interesting." 


"Sure," Mia reached inside to take another pile and they 
spent the next hour or so in silence, thoroughly reading the 
old, dusty, frayed papers with faded handwriting and text on 
them, that had aged over time. 


"Whoah!" Mia suddenly yelled. Jenna jumped, startled by 
Mia's sudden exclamation. It had been so quiet, she had 
been lost in this strange world of papers, reading them with 
avid curiosity. Most of them were letters, and the occasional 
important document but Jenna didn't understand them so 
she just quickly looked over them before going onto the next 
sheet of paper. 


"What is it, Mia?" Jenna asked once she'd recovered from the 
sudden shock. "You frightened me half to death!" 


"Look!" Mia excitedly brandished the paper in Jenna's face 
and she took it, half listening to Mia carry on. "It's a 
document that says stuff about the adoption of the first 
child your mom had, they don't say much, but it says he's 
with a family in Vault! Maybe thats where he lives!" 


"Mia..." Jenna released her grip on the paper and let it float 
slowly down to the dusty floor. She turned to look at the 
blue-haired girl with immense suspicion in her gaze. "Why... 
would you care... where he lives?" 


"We could go and meet him!" Mia cried out, her eyes 
glinting like stars. "Come on, Jenna, you might as well try! | 


bet this guy's looking for his family or something, adopted 
people are always seeking blood relatives, so why don't we 
look for him?" 


"Sometime, | guess," Jenna shrugged, looking away. She was 
beginning to believe that this Mia was well and truly insane, 
and maybe even dangerous. What was she thinking, talking 
about going off to meet some guy who didn't even exist in 
Jenna's world? 


"Sometime?" Mia screeched, her voice rising even higher 
than it had been before, louder and shriller even. "Are you 
CRAZY?" She trailed off, staring incredulously at Jenna. 


"I think you're the one who's crazy," Jenna shot over her 
shoulder, allowing an amused smile directed at her. 


"We should go and meet him today or something!" Mia 
gestured wildly. "What if he was to die tomorrow or 
something? Come on, Jenna! We've got nothing to do, we 
might as well go! Vault's not that far and | can take the car!" 


"Absolutely barking mad," said Jenna finally with a heavy 
sigh. 


‘| can't believe we're doing this!' Jenna thought frantically as 
she leaned back against the car seat, shooting a worried 
glance at Mia who was sitting next to her, firmly gripping the 
steering wheel and driving the car to Vault. Jenna had tried 
to convince her she didn't want to go, neither did she even 
want to be in a car, but of course Mia had not listened so 
now they were going to Vault. 


"We're going to have a great time in Vault!" Mia cheered 
over the soft pop music playing out of her car radio. Jenna 
was of course wondering where the music was coming from, 
but she was too worried to even care about it right now. 


"We'll have lunch there, there's this really great cafe over 
there, and, well, the afternoon's up for grabs." 


"| thought we were supposed to be looking for this guy," 
Jenna said sourly, shooting a glare at her to show that she 
was not very happy with the way that things were going. 


"We are!" Mia giggled, veering the car around a sharp turn. 
"All we have to do is look for guys who are 25 years old or 
something, it's that simple! Don't look like that, Jenna, 
everything will go fine!" 


"Why do | have this gut feeling you're wrong?" Jenna 
murmured, looking away and biting her lip, adding a fresh 
cut with her teeth. She felt stressed, anxious and worried 
that somehow everything would go wrong. She just wanted 
to go home, away from this crazy world and crazy people 
like the lunatic who was probably driving her to certain 
doom or something equally as bad. 


‘Help me, somebody,’ Jenna shot frantic glances at 
everybody in the cafe excepting Mia over her lunch which 
was a burger and chips, with a diet Coca-cola. However, 
nobody came to her aid and she realised that all hope was 
nearly lost. All she could do was hope that maybe the guy 
was on holiday or something, then Mia would be unable to 
find him. Mia did not notice Jenna's desperate glances, she 
was too busy talking about funny things that had happened 
in the past three months which Jenna had 'missed'. At least 
she wasn't still talking about the stupid adopted man who 
didn't exist. 'Maybe she'll forget,’ Jenna thought hopefully. 


They finished lunch and left the cafe. Jenna felt full after her 
meal, but it had done nothing to get rid of the sinking 
feeling in her stomach. Mia seemed to be in a very excitable 
mood, and quite hyper, for some strange reason. 


"Right, are you ready?" Mia turned to Jenna and gave her an 
ultra-big grin, flashing rows of white teeth. 


"Yeah," Jenna lied reluctantly. She knew Mia wouldn't really 
care if she wasn't, and she would just drag her around as 
usual, to their doom or whatever it was. 


"I think we should go to the pub tonight," Mia announced, 
looping her arm around Jenna's and walking off with her 
down the street. 


"Pub?" Jenna side-eyed Mia suspiciously, feeling as if there 
was something wrong with that. "Are you serious?" 


"Of course," Mia beamed dopily at her. "Sure, we're too 
young to go in, but all we have to do is go to a beauty salon 
or something and they'll make us look much older, so we 
can get in! And I'm sure that this man we're looking for will 
be in there, guys are always in pubs, Jenna!" 


"Right," Jenna grimaced at the sound of a beauty salon. It 
sounded like somewhere where they put a bunch of 
cosmetics on someone and did their hair and everything, 
definitely not Jenna's idea of spending time, but since Mia 
was so stubborn, she'd just have to. "Sure." 


"Come on," Mia spoke in an urgent tone. "We should go do it 
now, it's better to be early than to be late. Besides, it's not 
like we've got an appointment or anything, so | hope we're 
lucky." 


"Uh-huh..." Jenna dazedly walked along with her, wishing 
more than anything she would be awake back at home and 
freed from this living hell. Unfortunately, it did not look like 
her wish would be granted anytime soon. She was stuck, 
and unaware that she was slowly dying back home. 


"This is... SO not me," Jenna said finally, staring dumbstruck 
at the mirror. Before going to the beauty salon, she and Mia 
had gone shopping and bought smart clothes, then changed 
out of their casuals into their new garments, and then they 
had gone to the salon. Jenna couldn't believe it was her... 
‘Oh wait, of course it isn't,’ Jenna reminded herself, staring 
at the girl reflected in the mirror, with her long, sleek red 
hair that curled softly, thanks to the strange objects used on 
her hair, and she wore a sparkly green top and figure- 
hugging black leggings, as well as shiny black strappy shoes 
with heels. There was also a lot of weird stuff on her face, 
which made her look much older. Jenna shook her head and 
stepped back, almost falling over. These high heels took a 
lot of getting used to. 


"Oh, wow," Mia gazed rapturedly into the mirror, a dreamy 
expression on her face. She was wearing a blue top and a 
very short dark blue skirt, as well as blue shoes similar to 
Jenna's. Jenna thought she looked very old as well. 


"This is crazy," Jenna exhaled, rolling her eyes up at the 
ceiling. "We're going after some random guy who probably 
hasn't even seen Vale in 25 years, | so don't get it. | just 
want to go back home." 


"Don't be silly, Jenna," Mia turned away from the mirror and 
laughed gently, taking her hand. "We're going to get out 
there and knock them dead with our fabulous new styles!" 
As she spoke, she pulled Jenna out of the salon onto the 
street and looked both ways, in silent thought. "Hmm... we 
need to go to a pub." 


"What, just ANY pub?" Jenna asked, the slightest hint of 
scorn in her voice. "Are you really sure that's going to work, 
Mia? We don't even know what pub to go to. This is 


hopeless, let's go home." She insistently tugged on Mia's 
arm, in the hope she might be dissuaded. 


"Oh, come on, live a little, Jenna!" Mia laughed again and 
started pulling her along the pavement giddily. "Even if we 
don't find him, we can still have some fun! So lets find a pub 
quickly, they should be opening soon. Look, its already late 
afternoon, we should be able to get into one." 


"Whatever you say, Mia," Jenna responded listlessly, her 
voice flat and unemotional. In her mind, she thought of 
home, trying to take her mind off what was happening right 
now. She wasn't too happy about being forced into 
something she didn't want to do, but what could Jenna 
possibly do now? 


Mia was right, they soon found a pub and got in. It was 
smoky and dark, and Jenna hated it, but at least it didn't 
have ludicrous bright lights and extremely loud music like 
that scary nightclub she had been to last night. The pub was 
still somewhat quiet, but then again it was still afternoon. 
There was a machine in one corner playing gentle music, it 
was soothing and helped relax Jenna's fraught nerves. 


As the day grew late, more and more people came in, sitting 
in comfy seats around tables or on stools in front of the bar. 
Some of them had sticks in their mouths which emitted 
smoke. Jenna did not like the smoke, it made her feel sick, 
but she didn't feel like telling them to stop smoking those 
sticks. She was somewhat conscious of strange gazes shot in 
her direction, people watching her intently, while sipping 
from their mugs as beer sloshed down onto their worn 
clothes. Jenna shivered slightly, actually feeling vulnerable, 
although that was mostly due to the fact she happened to 
be not so Adept as she'd like to be, and neither was she 
even carrying a weapon. 


"Jenna," Mia whispered in her ear. Jenna turned to look at 
her, blinking rapidly as some smoke got into her eyes and 
made them sting. "I'm just going to the toilet, I'll be back 
soon, Okay?" Jenna nodded and wiped her tearing eyes, 
adding a little cough to show her just how much this 
environment was hurting her, but Mia didn't notice for she 
was already off the stool and heading towards wherever the 
toilet was. 


Jenna sighed mournfully and leaned on the bar, staring at 
her empty glass which had previously been filled with some 
strange drink she didn't really recognise, concentrating on 
the now rather loud music. It wasn't up to the scary 
nightclub standard, but it still had a strange way of making 
itself heard clearly, despite the laughter that occasionally 
rang out through the pub. Jenna scarcely noticed somebody 
else sliding onto the stool next to her, who was not Mia. 


"Hello there, young lady, you look a little bit lonely," A 
warm, silky voice broke into Jenna's thoughts. "Would you 
care for some company tonight?" 


Jenna did not bother to acknowledge the new voice, but she 
allowed herself to sneak a quick sideglance at whoever had 
just been rude enough to sit next to her and try and talk to 
her. It was a young man, with some light stubble on his 
round face, and strawberry blonde hair which was wavy 
neatly trimmed so that it ended just above his ears, and 
light brown eyes with a hint of grey. 


"Excuse me," The man spoke again, this time gesturing at 
the barmaid who was currently darting around behind the 
bar and serving drinks. She hurriedly dashed over and 
smiled, showing rows of white teeth accentuated by garish 
red lipstick. "Can | have two glasses of vodka please, one for 
me and another one for the beautiful lady here." 


Jenna scowled, wearing a very evil expression on her face, 
but she did not respond. She just remained hunched over 
the bar, staring sullenly at the tarnished wood that smelled 
of smoke and other things she did not recognise, wishing 
that Mia would come back soon and maybe tell the guy to 
get lost since he was sitting in her seat. There was a 
clunking sound as a glass was placed in front of her and 
Jenna looked curiously at it. 


"Drink up," The man offered, flashing a smile at her. His 
teeth glinted in the dusky light and it appeared he had one 
or two gold fillings in his teeth. "It will make you feel better." 


Jenna warily stared at the glass, then worriedly looked away, 
glancing around the pub in the hope that Mia might appear 
at any second and come to her rescue. However hard she 
looked, she could not see very well through the smoky mists 
coming from the men's smoking sticks and her eyes were 
still tearing so it was futile. Jenna sighed resignedly and 
turned around, picking up the glass and putting it to her 
lips, gulping down the sweet, sickly liquid. She hoped at any 
rate that if she drank it, the man might go away. Jenna 
wrinkled her nose and slammed the empty glass back down, 
not having liked the strange taste very much. 


"So, what's your name?" The man asked finally, after he had 
placed his own empty glass down onto the bar, apparently 
pleased to see that Jenna had accepted his kind offering of a 
free drink. "My name is lan." 


‘Oh no, he won't go away,' Jenna thought miserably. "My 
name is Jenna," she said with an effort, the drink was having 
a strange effect on her which she couldn't quite explain. 
"Pleased to meet you," she lied as an afterthought. Jenna 
noticed Mia finally in the crowds and she seemed to be 
fighting off some drunken old man who was trying to make a 


pass at her, then wondered why she'd been stupid enough 
to take her here if she wasn't aware of what would happen. 
Maybe she was naive after all. "I'm tired..." Her speech was 
slurred but she barely heard how it sounded. 


"Well, such a young and pretty girl like you shouldn't be out 
in a place like this so late," lan smiled and got off his stool. 
"Come on, lets go and get some fresh air, and you'll be as 
right as rain soon." He gently pulled Jenna off the stool, 
normally she would have resisted, but she was too tired and 
her mind too blurry to let her think clearly. She sluggishly 
walked with him, not noticing the evil glare shot at her back 
by Mia, who had finally escaped the perverted old man. 


The air was bitingly cold, but Jenna didn't notice. She was 
only faintly aware of being bundled into a noisy vehicle, and 
after a short while which seemed like seconds, she was then 
being carried out and taken into a house. But Jenna in time 
would scarcely remember the house, or what events would 
transpire in there. Mia had followed, and her car was parked 
outside the house as she waited, but she soon fell asleep in 
her seat as the night grew even later, for it seemed evident 
Jenna wasn't coming out for a while. 


Back home, Jenna grew even weaker and fainter as she was 
just going on too long without any nourishment. Everybody 
knew that time was running out, and it was as if the Grim 
Reaper himself was waiting in the shadows with his scythe, 
ready to strike. And when he would strike, nobody knew. 


"She could die right now, couldn't she?" Sheba said in a tiny 
voice, hiccuping gently. She stood outside the closed door 
which led to the room in which Jenna lay, not wishing to go 
in and look at her pale, unconscious form. "Jenna could..." 


"Sheba..." Mia stepped up to her and placed an arm around 
her. Sheba looked up in her face, seeking some form of 
reassurance, but all she saw was worry in those blue eyes. "I 
wish I could say you were wrong..." Sheba emitted a tiny sob 
and buried her face in Mia's chest. 


"This is all because we were rebuilding Vale," Felix said in a 
desolate voice. "And we were only rebuilding Vale because it 
sank at the rising of the Golden Sun... if we hadn't 
unleashed Alchemy, if | hadn't lit the Mars Lighthouse... then 
Jenna wouldn't be lying there, ready to die!" 


"No, Felix!" Isaac grabbed his shoulder and looked at him 
sternly. "Don't you dare blame yourself! We all did it 
together, and we did it to save the world! If the lighthouses 
hadn't all been lit, then we would all die anyway. So don't 
blame yourself." 


"At least | find it easy unlike some!" Felix exclaimed 
passionately. Isaac stared questioningly at him. "You didn't 
even feel sorry on the Mars Lighthouse, even though you 
knew what you were doing," Felix continued. "Don't you ever 
regret anything, Isaac?" 


"Of course | do!" Isaac released his grip and turned away, 
blinking rapidly as if trying to blink away tears that were 
threatening to spill. "I regret a lot of things! But... | just have 
to hold myself together, there's no point in losing my head 
and failing people who depend on me!" 


"There's a difference between being brave, and uncaring," 
Felix turned and stormed away, his green cape flapping 
behind him, Isaac staring wordlessly at his retreating back, 
lost for words as comprehension dawned on him and he 
understood exactly what Felix had meant. 


"Felix..." Sheba stepped away from Mia and then she rushed 
after him, her feet pounding rapidly over the wooden floor 
and fading away, leaving Isaac and Mia alone in the silent 
hallway. Mia was now looking concernedly at Isaac. 


"| do care," Isaac whispered in an agonised voice, his face 
pale and drawn. "I do...!" 


"Of course you do, Isaac," Mia stepped towards him and 
placed a hand on his shoulder. "I know you care, Isaac, I've 
never doubted that about you. And Felix is just upset about 
Jenna, it's understandable." 


"Thanks, Mia," Isaac smiled sadly at her. "It still hurts 
though. Everything hurts. But I just build up a wall around 
myself, act as if it doesn't matter. It's how I've had to live, 
the way I've had to cope. After the accident, | could have 
just lost it or something, but | had to act brave and 
everything, for Mom, for everybody, show them that | was 
strong." 


"You're allowed to cry sometimes, Isaac," Mia impulsively 
hugged him and remained with her arms around him, her 
face pressed against his shoulder. "You know you are." She 
smiled as his arms wrapped around her and she felt a light 
sensation on her head, that felt like a teardrop. 


"Mia... 1..." Isaac began and then he cut himself off, choking 
a little. "...I'm not sure how to put it... never mind..." He let 
his arms drop and stepped away awkwardly, Mia's arms 
slipping away from his torso. 


"Isaac, spit it out," Mia pleaded insistently, grabbing his arm 
and holding tightly onto it. "I care about you, Isaac, | don't 
want you to be hurt. If you've got something to tell me, you 
should do it before it's too late." 


"Mia," Isaac cleared his throat and attempted a smile, a tear 
rolling down his cheek. "I just want you to know that | care 
about you a lot. In fact... | think | love you, Mia." And then he 
leaned forwards, pressing his lips against hers, and he finally 
encountered the emotion known as love which could 
conquer all. Mia pressed back, feeling a strange happiness 
surging through her. She had finally broken through the wall 
around Isaac, and even just for the moment, that was 
enough to take their minds off the foreboding fate of Jenna, 
who lay asleep beyond the door. 


6. Chapter 6 


Shattered Realities 


This chapter is full of surprises. Or something. 


Camelot owns Golden Sun. 


Nightmare 


Jenna had woken up in a few strange places before. She had 
definitely thought that waking up in a bedroom in a different 
world was the strangest place to wake up in, or that place 
with beeping machines, but this place she happened to 
wake up in was definitely a notch up on the strange places 
scale. As it was, she was lying down on a bundle of rags, 
freezing cold and aching in several places, surrounded by 
grey walls and facing a staircase which went two ways, the 
right way going down and the left going up. Jenna 
scrambled into a kneeling position and blearily looked 
around, her vision hazy and her mind somewhat blurred. 
She saw a number on a door... '13"... 


oc Fe Vis eat is ae 


Jenna swore she had seen that number before but she had 
no idea when. It could have been last night, but she was 
only something like half-conscious then, or was she? A flash 
of pain shot through her head and Jenna clamped her hands 
to her forehead, gasping in pain. Her chest started to 
convulse, and Jenna hurriedly kneeled over, emptying the 
contents of her stomach onto the cold stone floor. Every part 
of her was hurting, but she didn't know why. Jenna wasn't 


sure if she could even remember everything that had 
happened last night. 


Groaning, Jenna stumbled to her feet and took a few steps 
forwards, grabbing onto the staircase bannister to try and 
steady herself. The room was spinning as she carefully made 
her way down, taking care not to slip and fall. Jenna did not 
really want to find out what would happen if she fell, bad 
things had already happened because of it. Jenna finally 
reached the end of the staircase and found her way to the 
front door which she managed to open after a bit of 
fumbling, and then she was greeted by fresh air and 
sunlight, which would have blinded her had Jenna not 
instinctively thrown her arm up and shielded her eyes from 
the sun's glare. She closed the door behind herself and 
made her way down the doorsteps, dropping down to sit on 
the bottom step and burying her head in her hands. Jenna 
was somewhat relieved to be outside where it was warmer, 
but now she didn't know where she was, and she felt sore 
and sick to her stomach. 


After a few minutes, Jenna felt somewhat more composed. 
She scrambled to her feet and caught sight of her clothes. 
Her top seemed to be on the wrong way round. Jenna clearly 
remembered how the collar had been very low, but it was 
higher at the back, now it was the other way round. For the 
first time, she realised she had no shoes on either. Jenna's 
pulse quickened and she felt alarmed, there seemed to be 
no explanation for this. She didn't remember even taking 
her clothes off, but who could possibly have done it? 


"Jenna!" Jenna looked up, startled, and saw Mia strolling 
towards her, still wearing her clothes from last night which 
seemed a little rumpled, although this was from sleeping in 
a car all night. Mia looked a bit ticked off, and Jenna 


wondered what she had done to make Mia so cross. Actually, 
where had Mia been? 


"Mia," Jenna put on her best hurt expression. "Where have 
you been? Something funny happened last night... look! My 
shoes are gone, and my top's on the wrong way round! You 
didn't steal my shoes or something, did you?" 


"Your ordinary clothes are in the back of my car," Mia told 
her, raising an eyebrow. "And | don't know what happened 
to your shoes. You're so mean, Jenna! Some pervy old guy 
tried to get a hold of me last night, but when | finally shook 
him off, | saw you wandering off with some cute guy." 


"Cute guy?" Jenna stared at Mia as if she was insane. She 
blinked and shook her head, looking confused. "What the 
heck are you talking about?" 


"Don't be weird, Jenna," Mia turned and walked towards the 
car. Jenna followed, and they both got in, Jenna adjusting 
her top so that it was the right way round. She didn't want to 
change in a public area, but she settled for finding her 
trainers and putting them on. The pavement had hurt her 
feet a little so walking barefoot didn't exactly appeal. 


"| don't remember anything from last night," Jenna protested 
desperately. "Honest, Mia, | just don't remember a thing. 
What 'cute guy’ are you talking about? Everything's sort of... 
muddled. We went to a pub right?" 


"Yeah," Mia reached for a brush which was lying in a seat 
compartment and brushed her hair furiously. "I saw you 
walking out of there with some guy, and you two got into a 
taxi, so | got into my car and followed you two. But | had to 
stay outside, so | slept in the car." 


"We went into that place right?" Jenna looked directly at the 
block she had come out of, narrowing her eyes. "But what 
happened to me in there? How come | remember... ow!" Her 
head was filled with agonising pain and she clutched it 
again. In that moment of agony, it all came flooding back. 


The guy named lan... the drink that tasted a bit funny... 
leaving the pub... riding in a noisy thing that was called a 
car... being sleepy... being led into a house, or what could be 
a house, but it was different... stairs... 13... a bed... clothes 
being torn off... bodies intertwined... 


"Oh no..." Jenna looked up, her face flaring bright red and 
shocked tears springing instinctively to her eyes. "I don't 
believe it... he didn't! But... | don't remember! Sort of... it 
just came back..." 


"What is it, Jenna?" Mia grabbed her hand, looking alarmed. 
Jenna could see it in her eyes and she gulped, choking down 
a lump in her throat and trying to answer. 


"I think..." Jenna paused and inhaled deeply, trying to still 
her sudden convulsing. "Oh, Mia! | think... we... | think that 
we did it... but I... | would never have done it... | don't know... 
| must have been sleeping... or something... it doesn't make 
sense." 


"Maybe he drugged you," Mia looked at Jenna pityingly. "I 
guess he could have slipped something into your drink when 
you weren't looking, then since you were so sleepy and 
drugged up, he took you around to his place and he just 
came onto you. The bastard!" Mia shouted, her face 
hardening with anger. "I can't believe he took advantage of 
you like that!" 


"Oh, Mia," Jenna broke down, sobbing violently. Everything 
was just getting worse, and she was sure that it could not 


possibly get any worse now. "How could he? This isn't fair!" 


"I'm going to talk to him," Mia scrambled towards the door, 
but Jenna grabbed her arm. Mia turned and looked into 
Jenna's scared, sad eyes. 


"Mia!" Jenna hissed. "What are you doing? You don't even 
know his name or anything!" 


"Hmm," Mia was still, considering the options. At last her 
eyes lit up with the sign she'd just had an idea. "Got it! 
Jenna, do you recall what his room number was?" 


"| think it was 13," said Jenna reluctantly. "What are you 
going to do?" 


"Whoah, 13," Mia raised an eyebrow. "That's supposed to be 
an unlucky number. Ok, I'll just go and see him then. It's 
alright, Jenna, don't look at me like that. | just want to see if | 
can make him confess or something, | won't let him know | 
know you. You can just hide or something." 


"Fine," Jenna went limp, sagging listlessly into the seat and 
looking completely expressionless as if she did not really 
care at all about whatever was happening around her. "Not 
my problem. Do what you want to do then, I'm not going to 
stop you." 


"I'll be in and out in no time at all," Mia assured her, quickly 
exiting the car and strolling up to the flat. Jenna numbly 
watched her through the car window, tears streaking down 
her face. Horrible images filled her mind, images that she 
never wanted to see, but for some reason she was being 
forced to see them. It was sickening to watch, but there was 
nothing she could do, so Jenna tried to concentrate on 
wondering what Mia was going to do rather than 
remembering the horrific images of that terrible night. 


Fortunately, it was not too long before Mia did actually come 
out, with lan a step behind her. Jenna clenched her fists 
angrily as she saw the man who had stolen something 
special from her, then she consoled herself with the thought 
that it hadn't happened in the real world, so whatever 
happened here, she was fine back home. Still, it didn't do 
anything to wipe away the memories. 


Jenna waited until they had turned around the corner before 
she exited the car and ran off down the street. She was 
going to follow them and listen to their conversation, no 
matter how long they went on for or how far they decided to 
walk. Jenna wanted to know who this lan was and why he'd 
done it in the first place, if Mia did actually manage to 
weasel that out of him. 


"Really?" Mia exclaimed in a high-pitched voice. "You've 
been to drama school and you've even managed to act in 
the local theatre nearby? That's cool! | might have wanted 
to act when I was a kid, but I think I'd rather be in fashion or 
something now. So are you doing anything about your future 
Career?" 


Jenna almost fell over. She had no idea why Mia was talking 
about jobs or how she'd managed to get to talking about 
that so quickly. But that didn't matter, what mattered was 
the confession and explanation. Jenna grimly dogged their 
footsteps, careful to use lampposts, postboxes and whatever 
else she could find for cover, walking gently and softly so 
that they would not hear her trainers thudding on the 
pavement. 


"Yeah, hopefully," lan chuckled and Jenna shuddered at the 
sound of that chuckle. She was sure she'd heard a sound like 
that last night, then when she realised what she was doing, 
she smacked her head. Seeing it was bad enough, but 


hearing it as well just made it seem even more real. "I'd like 
to," lan continued. "I was really busy for a while, been 
having to do a lot in school and stuff, and well, just 
experiencing real life, but I'll get back into drama one day." 


"Well, | look forwards to seeing you in a chart film or 
something," Mia said with a laugh, smiling brightly although 
it seemed somewhat strained. "And who knows? | might be 
working in a make-up studio, and | might even get to do 
yours... if you need it, that is!" 


Jenna sighed quietly and shook her head. She couldn't 
believe how great an actor Mia could be, she was acting as if 
she genuinely liked lan. If Jenna hadn't known better, she 
would have thought Mia really did like him, and that would 
be a very low blow to her dwindling self-esteem. Jenna 
wanted to kill the guy, but she supposed it wouldn't be a 
good idea to do it in public. Instead, she just wished for the 
thousandth time she would go home right now. 


“Jenna looks upset," Garet complained loudly, stomping into 
one of the bedrooms in the Vault inn. Isaac and Ivan were 
also in there, Isaac getting ready for work but Ivan claiming 
he wanted to do a quick bit of research on building, so he 
was currently lying on top of his bed, propped up with 
pillows and a dusty tome propped up on his knees. 


"What?" Isaac looked up distractedly as he tied his golden 
scarf. Garet made very little sense most of the time. "What 
are you talking about, Garet? Has Jenna woken up? Nobody 
told me she had." 


"No, | was just checking on her," Garet said quickly before 
everybody's hopes got up too quickly. "She doesn't seem to 
be close to waking up yet, but you should see her. 


Sometimes her face changes, and she looks so upset, it 
makes me want to cry." 


"Well, cry then," Ivan spoke up, his expression hidden 
behind his book so Garet couldn't see his face clearly and he 
couldn't be sure if Ivan was smirking or being serious. 
"Nobody really cares if you cry or not, but if you want to cry, 
then do it. I'm not stopping you." 


"Last time | cried, Sheba called me a baby," Garet protested, 
looking sulky and folding his arms across his chest. "She 
might do it again, so | don't want to try." 


"I think she only did that because your family was well and 
alive behind you, and Sheba could see them," Isaac pointed 
out. "Although | was a bit taken aback at her strange 
behaviour. Who would expect the innocent looking Sheba to 
say something like that? Anyway... you going to work today, 
Garet?" 


"| don't feel like it," Garet grumbled unhappily. "I think I'd 
rather just stay in today. I'm worried about Jenna. Felix isn't 
going to work either, so | don't see why | should have to. 
Picard is going, but | don't see why you or him has to go to 
work when we're not." 


"He or you," Ivan corrected automatically, not looking up 
from the book. In reality, he wasn't reading the large and 
dusty tome that was on his lap, but a small notebook with 
interesting looking, swirly handwriting tucked into the book, 
that had looked so interesting that Ivan had to read it. 


"Er, me?" Garet looked blank, not quite comprehending what 
Ivan had said, so he had treated it as a question, although a 
rather strange sounding question to him. 


"He was correcting your grammar, Garet," Isaac told him, 
smiling wryly. "Well, you have a nice day... me and Picard are 
only going to go and work because we're expected to work. 
If nobody turned up, the work wouldn't get done." He walked 
towards the doorway and then stopped, turning around. 
"And if anything at all happens with Jenna, someone should 
come down to where we're building Vale and tell us. I'm 
worried too, but... | have to work to... get my mind off it." 


"Alright, Isaac," Garet shrugged with a smile. "If anything 
happens, I'll come as fast as | can... which isn't very fast... or 
just send Ivan down. We'll... er, watch the joint or 
something." Isaac smiled and walked off. Garet listened to 
his footsteps fading away, then sighed deeply and plopped 
down onto his bed, letting his head sink into his hands. 
"Damn it..." 


"What's wrong, Garet?" Ivan finally let the heavy book drop 
to the floor and he dusted the dirt off his lap, immediately 
focusing fully onto the notebook, although ready to listen to 
whatever Garet had to say. "You're not getting too worried, 
are you?" 


“Jenna could DIE," Garet shot a glare at the mop of blonde 
hair that stuck up over the top of the notebook. "She could 
die today for all we know, especially since she's not waking 
up, and she looks so lost... hurt... something's wrong with 
her, but we can't do anything." 


"| Know," Ivan said in a subdued tone, feeling a little bit 
ashamed as he heard Garet's angry clipped voice. "Sorry, | 
didn't mean to make you mad... I'm just trying not to worry 
too much, but really | think we're all very worried deep down 
even if we're not all good at showing it." 


"Damn it," Garet cursed again, falling back onto the bed and 
glowering angrily at the ceiling. "It's a good thing those two 
pricks | blame for Jenna being like that aren't here, | swear 
that if they happened to be in this room right now, I'd wring 
their filthy little necks!" 


"They didn't push Jenna off the woodpile, Garet," Ivan 
reasoned. "She fell off. It could happen to anybody. | 
suppose they were partly to blame, but they didn't do it on 
purpose, you shouldn't be too hard on them. I'm sure they 
are feeling as guilty as hell, and Felix's made them pay for it 
by making them do extra work." Garet sighed and fell silent, 
moodily staring at the blank ceiling. 


"Poor Jenna," Sheba wiped the distressed looking Mars 
Adept's brow and examined her hand. It was shining with a 
thin layer of sweat. "Either she's hot or she's so anxious 
she's sweating." 


"What happened to make her like that?" Felix asked in 
distress, looking at his sister's depressed face. Her mouth 
was turned all the way downwards and she had little frown 
lines on her forehead, signalling her immense distress. 
"Maybe she really is dreaming... if only she'd wake up." 


"Maybe we should get Mia," Sheba picked a brush off the 
bedside table and gently disentangled Jenna's long, wine 
coloured hair, letting it flow over the pillow so that she could 
brush it, taking care with each stroke as if pulling too hard 
might somehow hurt Jenna, in her dream or whatever was 
happening to her. Sheba was sure something was wrong, but 
whatever it was, it couldn't be happening here. 


"No, | think Mia's tired," Felix picked up a flannel and dipped 
it into the bucket of cold water that currently sat by the bed. 
"She's been having to do so much work lately, she looks 


really exhausted all the time, it's probably only an upsetting 
dream that Jenna can't wake up from. Here," Felix handed 
Sheba the flannel. "This might help." 


“Jenna, you'd better wake up soon," Sheba murmured into 
Jenna's ear as she placed the damp flannel on her brow, 
hoping that somehow Jenna might actually be able to hear 
what she was saying. "You hear me? You must wake up soon. 
Oh, Felix, this is ridiculous... | hate not Knowing when she'll 
wake up." 


"How long do you think she has?" Felix asked slowly, not 
wanting to hear the answer. He didn't know how long, and 
Sheba didn't know either, but the answer was something 
that everybody was scared of, partly because it could be at 
any time now, and by the time they knew the answer, it 
would just be too late. 


"She looks like a ghost," Sheba blanched as she realised 
what she'd said. "Sorry... she's so pale and thin... | don't 
think... I'm scared... and so is she, look at her face... she 
looks scared, upset and angry all at the same time... | think 
that whatever she's dreaming, that somebody must have 
been nasty to her or something..." 


"It's not real, Sheba," Felix put a comforting arm around her 
Shoulders and took Jenna's hand in his other hand, 
squeezing it. Of course it didn't respond, but hopefully it 
would send a message of some sort. "You know it isn't, it's 
just a dream and dreams are not real." 


"| hope Jenna knows that," Sheba bit her lip. "She seems to 
look so convinced its all real. It's scary to see her like that, | 
wish she'd wake up and look happy instead." 


"You always think nightmares are real, think it's really 
happening," Felix spoke softly, his eyes shining. "But when it 


comes to a climax, you wake up in your bed, sweating, 
shaking, crying, screaming or something, and then you feel 
relief, you know that it was all just a dream and you're really 
safe and sound at home." 


"Felix?" Felix and Sheba looked up to see Felix and Jenna's 
mother, Nicola, standing in the doorway. She looked ashen, 
quite like Jenna was herself, although Jenna seemed to be 
worse, and they both looked frail, Jenna from lack of 
nutrition and Nicola from worry for her daughter. "Is she...?" 


"She's not awake yet, but..." Felix broke off, quickly looking 
at Jenna. The small rise of her chest was a relief to see, but 
to see her so frail, so pale like a ghost, prone and unmoving 
as if the flame inside her had been extinguished like a 
candle blown out was worrying enough. He looked back at 
his mother and nodded hesitantly. "She's still alive for the 
moment." 


"My poor baby," Nicola sagged against the door and placed 
her hand against her forehead, sighing heavily. "My poor 
baby... when will she wake up? What's happened to her?" 
She looked up and noticed her daughter's worried face. 
"What is wrong with her?" 


"We think it's a nightmare," said Sheba quickly. "The 
difference is just that it's not the sort of nightmare you wake 
up from so easily. It's like a really heavy sleep." 


"Or in other words, she might not have reached the climax 
yet," Felix picked up on what he had been saying before. 
"It's a very long nightmare. There's still chance yet... if she 
wakes up soon..." 


"When's soon?" Sheba murmured under her breath, bowing 
her head so that nobody would see the glistening tear that 
ran its course down her cheek. Jenna was like a big sister to 


her, she was one of the few people Sheba cared deeply 
about, she couldn't possibly bear to lose her. The worry was 
almost killing everybody, it was eating her up inside, and 
Mia grew weaker every day, putting on a brave face, 
although her eyes could not hide what she really felt. Grief 
and exhaustion, and defeat as well. 


"and this annoying cousin named Alex who's always 
staying at my place because his parents work a lot... he's the 
son of my dad's brother, so my dad feels like he should 
help..." Mia was currently talking about her family. They 
were now walking into a leafy park which was very quiet, in 
fact it seemed to be empty but perhaps that was because it 
was still only morning. Jenna ducked behind some bushes 
and quietly sneaked after them, feeling strangely comforted 
as if someone was with her to say that it was okay, that she 
was not alone, but she didn't understand it. 


"That's cool," lan nodded interestedly and then he stopped 
and looked around. "Here's the park. It's a nice quiet spot, | 
like to come here and clear my head sometimes. It's nice to 
get away from things sometimes, like if you feel that the 
whole world is against you. Come with me, I'll show you my 
secret spot." 


Jenna weaved her way through the trees and bushes as Mia 
and lan walked towards wherever this secret spot was. It was 
not long before they stopped and Jenna noticed they had 
stopped in front of a little wooden bench, a dark blue colour 
like the colour of Isaac's tunic. Jenna realised she was 
missing home so much, so many things were reminding her 
of little things that normally didn't matter and that was 
reassuring. 


"Nice," Mia sat down on the bench and looked around 
happily, entranced by the beauty of this leafy place filled 


with flowers and other things of nature. A bird's call could be 
heard from a tree just above. lan sat down next to her and 
Mia thought of something else to talk about. "So... what 
about your family? I've told you about my teeny tiny family, 
SO now you can tell me about yours!" 


"There's not very much to tell," lan sighed regretfully and 
bowed his head. "I learnt a few years ago... well, | had this 
nice mother and father, although it was strange because 
they were thin, tall and dark-haired with dark eyes, while I'm 
fair-haired with lighter eyes, and I'm a bit short for my age," 
He paused, chuckling ruefully, then continued. "I learnt 
when I was 18 that... | was adopted." 


Jenna froze, and her blood seemed to run cold in her veins. 
This man had been adopted, but surely he couldn't be that 
guy? The one who had been adopted, the one who didn't 
exist in her world (well, that was okay) and had been the 
result of a rape of that woman who looked like her mother? 
How could that be? 


"| was apparently born in Vale," lan continued, rubbing his 
brow with his thumb and index finger. "I suppose that 
whoever my real mother was, she just didn't want me or 
something, so 25 years ago, | was given away and adopted 
by my family. So that explained why | didn't look anything 
like my parents." 


"I see," Mia couldn't mask the look of disgust on her face. 
She was positively green, as if she was going to throw up, 
but she managed to compose herself and her expression 
changed to anger. Jenna barely heard her taking a deep 
breath, she was already thinking how weird this was. That 
guy sitting over there was the half-brother of the Jenna of 
this world, wherever she was, and Jenna had actually been 
seduced by him in the other Jenna's body? That was a 


sickening thought, but she willed herself not to vomit, her 
stomach felt empty enough already. 


"Look!" Sheba exclaimed in surprise, pausing what she was 
doing, which was washing Jenna with the cold, wet flannel so 
that she would not overheat. "Jenna's face changed!" 


"Jenna? Are you awake?" Felix asked hopefully. However he 
Saw no Change in his sister's state and his face fell in severe 
disappointement. "She's not?" 


"No, I'm afraid not," Sheba shook her head regretfully. "But it 
looked so weird to see Jenna's face change just like that. 
Look, now she looks like she's going to be sick or something. 
Wow, she looks really disgusted. | wonder what's happening 
in that nightmare of hers?" 


"Do we really want to know?" Felix sighed, leaning on the 
bed and burying his head in his arms. He was sick of 
worrying, he just wanted her to wake up before she... died. 
That would be more than he could possibly bear, but he 
couldn't do anything and he hated it so much. 


"You did it last night, didn't you?" Mia growled, her voice 
filled with much anger, contempt and disgust. Jenna looked 
up in surprise, amazed because Mia had finally started 
accusing him. She was actually getting worried for a 
moment there that Mia might forget, but obviously not. "Last 
night... you drugged her drink and took her to your flat, then 
you just came on to Jenna, didn't you?" 


“Jenna? Oh yes, | think it was that girl from last night..." lan 
smirked, recognition in his eyes. "Just another notch on my 
bedpost, isn't it?" Jenna clenched her teeth, automatically 
grasping something hard and smooth lying on the ground. 
She looked down at it and realised that it was a rock. 


"You bastard!" Mia slapped lan forcefully around the face. 
"How could you do that to my best friend?" 


"Shut up, you bitch!" lan grabbed her by the front of her 
clothing and then he was holding her, and she looked 
frightened. "I can't have you going off and squealing about 
it without having a little fun can |?" 


Jenna was alarmed, but just for a moment, as she looked 
down at her rock and a slow smile spread across her face as 
a memory from the past came to her in a quick flash. 


"Check this out!" Felix tossed a pebble from hand to hand, 
looking eager to show Isaac, Garet and Jenna whatever it 
was that he wanted them to see. The young boy turned and 
pointed at a tree. "See that hole in the tree? I'm going to hit 
it with this pebble!" 


"Won't you hurt the tree?" Garet wondered, but of course 
nobody paid any heed to his question and he was ignored as 
usual, but he was still interested to see. 


"Go ahead, Felix!" Isaac exclaimed, looking excited. "Betcha 
can't really do it, and | can!" 


"Try it," Felix drew his arm back and then the pebble went 
flying as he swung his arm forwards and the pebble went 
sailing smoothly through the air to lodge securely in the 
knothole of the tree. Felix turned and looked triumphant. 
"See?" 


"Wow!" Jenna jumped up and down eagerly. "I'm gonna try it 
too!" 


Isaac had already got a pebble in his hand, and he too 
aimed for another hole in the tree, but the pebble merely 
bounced off the bark of the tree and he sighed in 


disappointment. "Aw..." Jenna however picked a different 
target, and the sound of shattering glass followed. 


"Oops..." Jenna looked alarmed, Knowing that she would be 
in trouble. 


"Run!" Felix grabbed her arm, and then the four kids were 
running, before the residents of the house would be able to 
catch Jenna for smashing the window with a stone that had 
been slightly too big to be just a pebble. Once they were a 
safe distance away, everybody sank to the ground, gasping 
for breath. 


"One," Felix said, turning to Jenna who looked horribly guilty. 
"You don't use rocks, you use pebbles. And two, you should 
pick harder targets than that. That was far too easy." 


"I'll get you!" Jenna howled with all the force that she could 
muster, throwing the pebble through the air at a soaring 
bird in the sky, but unfortunately the pebble fell short and 
she sighed in disappointment. "I couldn't hit it..." 


"Just as well," Her brother comforted her, elevating an 
eyebrow since he hadn't been expecting her to think that 
was what he meant by harder targets. "You shouldn't hit 
living targets." 


"Yeah," Garet agreed, nodding vigorously. "You should have 
asked the bird first." 


"BIRD!" Jenna yelled into the sky. "Can | hit you?" Of course, 
it didn't answer, being too far gone and since birds can't 
talk, and she turned to smile smugly at Garet who turned 
sulkily away while Felix and Isaac howled with laughter. 


"Shouldn't hit living targets, Felix?" Jenna muttered, drawing 
her arm back and letting the chunky rock fly through the air. 


"Well, I've just got to right now!" The satisfactory sound of 
rock meeting skull was beautiful to her, and then lan fell to 
the ground, knocked unconscious by the blow. 


"G-good aim, Jenna," Mia shuddered and kicked the 
unconscious lan, turning and stepping over the bush where 
she hugged Jenna tightly. "I can't believe that creep... did 
you hear what he said?" 


"Yes," Jenna said stonily. "But | don't want to talk about it. 
Come on, lets go back to Vale. And can | stay at your house 
tonight? | don't really want to be at my house alone, and we 
both need moral support, don't we?" 


"Yeah, and food," Mia chuckled, trying to lighten the mood. 
"I Know I'm hungry. Come on, lets go back to the car now, 
my parents will probably be wondering where we got to." 


And so, Jenna and Mia walked off, arms linked, as Jenna 
marvelled at Mia's ability to get them into trouble, while 
hoping she would go home very soon, she couldn't wait to 
tell everybody about the rock and everything, although she 
might have to leave certain bits of her tale out. 


7. Chapter 7 


Shattered Realities 


And now, the last chapter. 


Camelot owns Golden Sun. 


Death 


The new morning that dawned on Vale was dull and dreary, 
unnatural for midsummer. The sky was a soft, grey-blue 
colour and it lacked its usual pretty blue. Normally, by now, 
a troop of Valeans would be marching from Vault towards the 
building site, yet today they were remaining back in the 
village. It had been a week now since the accident that took 
place at the building site, when Jenna fell from the woodpile, 
and even now she had not yet woken up from the coma that 
resulted. In fact, according to Mia, Jenna was slowly dying 
and everybody was so worried that it just seemed 
disrespectful to go off and work on rebuilding Vale, when a 
Valean's life was in the lurch. 


Jenna lay sleeping in her room, unaware of how close to 
death she was, hanging on the brink in that bed, limp and 
almost lifeless. The only sign that there was any life at all 
left in her was the slow rising of her chest. It would not be 
long now before she succumbed to lack of nutrition and her 
body broke down, resulting in death. As a result, a lot of 
people were sitting in the room with her, waiting with baited 
breath to see if she would wake up before it was too late. 


Jenna's parents sat at one side of the bed, Nicola sadly 
stroking her daughter's hair and looking as if she'd lost 
something already for she was preparing herself for the 
worst. Edward had an arm around her, trying to comfort her, 
yet also watching Jenna with longing, praying she would 
wake up as everybody else was. 


Felix kneeled on the other side of the bed, slumped over 
with his head in his arms. Nobody bothered to ask if he was 
okay, letting him be. He could be rather unpredictable at 
times. Sheba sat at one side, staring rigidly at her hands 
which had dropped to the floor, trying not to cry, yet her 
hands were wet, a telltale sign that she had secretly let more 
tears fall. 


Garet sat at Felix's other side, giving Jenna deep looks of 
longing and trying to send her mental messages. It was not 
likely she would hear them, since he was no Jupiter Adept, 
but he wanted to do it anyway. He would do anything just so 
that Jenna would at least wake up before it was too late. 


Picard sat in a corner of the room, his knees pulled up to his 
chest and his head in his arms as he tried to look anywhere 
but at the others, or at Jenna. He couldn't stand this waiting, 
this suspense, the possible death hanging in the air, but he 
couldn't just walk away either. Picard hated death, he hated 
losing people dear to him, but it happened anyway and that 
saddened the Lemurian. 


Isaac and Mia sat in the centre of the room, Mia collapsed in 
Isaac's arms and crying quietly into his torso. Isaac gently 
held her, dismayed at how frail and weak she felt. It was 
obvious that she was overworked and he was concerned for 
her health, and concerned for Jenna as well of course. It 
seemed that while Jenna wasted away, Mia was doing the 
Same out of worry and trying to save her, yet even after all 


this time, her care had provoked no result and he could tell 
it was a serious blow to her self-esteem. 


Ivan sat next to them, hunched over and staring blankly at 
the floor so that nobody could see his face clearly. He too felt 
Slightly guilty for that day's events, he felt as if he could 
have somehow saved Jenna from falling into the coma. He 
should have tried to protect her from the bricks better, but 
he failed, and if Jenna died, then he would blame himself for 
it. The problem with Ivan was that he found it very easy to 
blame himself, but what could anybody do about it? 


Outside the room sat Dora, Kyle, and Garet's family, and 
Kraden as well. There was little space in the room so they 
had settled for waiting in the hallway, suspensefully waiting 
for news. Some of them were expecting the worst, some 
privately dared to hope but did not mention it. Other 
Valeans were either also with them, or in their rooms or 
wherever else they wished to be so long as it was still at the 
inn. 


‘If Jenna dies, Mia might die too,' Isaac thought, tears 
pricking his eyes yet he tried not to let them fall. 'I couldn't 
bear to lose both of them. Jenna, please wake up, we need 
you. Why can't you hear us, know we're here waiting for you 
to awaken?’ 


‘Jenna, wake up, wake up, wake up,' Garet thought intently, 
his eyes boring into the prone form that was her. She looked 
for all the world like a sleeping angel, and he momentarily 
shuddered as that thought came to him. ‘Jenna... don't be a 
real angel, please don't... | don't want you dead...’ 


'I hate the world,' Felix thought sourly. 'Why does the whole 
world have to be against us all? We saved it, but now Jenna 
might die... that's not fair, it can't happen... if it does, then | 


wish I'd never bothered, but then we'd all die... why? Why 
must life be like this?’ 


‘Father... Mother...’ Picard thought bitterly, squeezing his 
eyes shut as he recalled memories of the two, dating back 
from a long time ago for he had known many more years 
than all the people in the room. 'You left me... both of you... 
and now Jenna might leave... why must people keep leaving 
me? | wish it didn't have to be like this!’ 


‘Jenna, you were one of my bestest friends in this horrible 
world, almost like a big sister to me, and even if | annoyed 
you sometimes, we still got on great, right?' Sheba was 
thinking directly to her, yet she was sure Jenna wouldn't 
receive the message. 'So why are you threatening to leave 
us? | don't want you to go! Please... stay with us... we need 
you, you Can't go...’ 


‘| feel like I'm to blame for so many things,' Ivan gritted his 
teeth as he explored his dark thoughts that few people knew 
of, thoughts that came so easily to him, that he wished 
people would ease away but it never really happened. 'I'm to 
blame for my mother's death, if she hadn't had to give me 
away, she wouldn't have died! And Hammet got kidnapped 
because of me! It's all because of some stupid prophecy 
about me, people got hurt just because | exist! And now 
Jenna's probably going to die because | didn't try hard 
enough to save her!' Angry tears splashed to the floor and 
Ivan stared stonily at the wet patches where they had 
landed, close to hating himself for everything. 


‘I'm hopeless,’ Mia was definitely blaming herself as well, 
finding little comfort in her new found love for she was too 
swallowed up in grief for the frightening possibility of what 
could happen to Jenna, and despise for herself because 
despite being a well-trained healer, she could not cure her 


condition and Jenna might die because of her, which was 
more than she could bear. 'I should be able to save Jenna, 
but | can't! That's how useless | am! I'm stupid, pathetic, 
useless... why bother just living at all? The world can do just 
fine without me...' 


"| don't get how being driven around in a car by Isaac and 
Garet is very good therapy,’ Jenna whispered into Mia's ear. 
"Are you sure you didn't hit your head?" It wasn't so much 
as the fact that it was weird after what had happened 
yesterday, she just didn't like cars. And this one was so big, 
it was what people in this world would call a 4x4, but of 
course Jenna did not know that. 


"jenna," Mia whispered back, leaning over the seat so that 
she could lower her voice. "I just think that after all that's 
happened, we need to get away from it all, and we letting 
Isaac and Garet take us to Tolbi. It's a long way, but it's 
worth it, because Tolbi's so great!" 


"Mia, you can't just forget everything," Jenna hissed. "I know 
| can't... it's disgusting. | can't get my mind off everything 
that happened, | know | can't. | feel filthy, horrified... and it's 
all my p-" She broke off and her eyes widened as she 
realised what she'd nearly said. Cringing, Jenna slid away 
from Mia and huddled against the door, breaking off the 
conversation immediately. 


"Hey, what are you two whispering about?" Garet asked, 
craning his neck so that he could look over the back of his 
seat and he leered at Jenna, who immediately flashed a fake 
smile at him. "Not being rude, | hope?" A hearty laugh 
followed and Garet turned his gaze back to the road, still 
chuckling. 


Jenna shook her head, staring weirdly at the seat, 
unimpressed by how the weird Garet spoke. Mia was acting 
so well, it nearly made Jenna sick, but she couldn't 
complain. Yesterday they had agreed that Isaac and Garet 
would not be able to know about what had happened in 
Vault, but she didn't care because she didn't know them 
anyway. Sure, she knew Isaac and Garet back home, but not 
these two in this strange world. Definitely not. 


"How much further, baby?" Mia asked, resting her chin on 
the seat in front of her and craning her neck so that she 
could get a good look at Isaac's head. Isaac smiled, although 
he did not take his gaze off the road for he had the 
important job of driving the car. 


"A long way to go," Isaac told her. "In fact, we've only just 
passed Vault... | might have to stop in Kalay at the petrol 
station in case we run out of juice otherwise we'll be stuck 
with nowhere to go, and you wouldn't want that, would 
you?" 


"Of course not," Mia laughed gently, reaching around the 
seat and stroking Isaac's spiky blond hair. "I'm so glad you're 
going to Tolbi just for us," she gushed happily, and Jenna 
almost vomited, feeling a little bit sick at all this emotional 
stuff she was being subjected to. "You're the sweetest baby | 
ever knew," Mia continued sappily. "You're the only guy I'll 
ever be with, | promise never to go after another guy in my 
whole life..." 


"Then why did you want to go after my half-brother... 
AAAAAAAH!" Jenna clamped a hand over her mouth to still 
her sudden outburst, her eyes bugging out of her head in 
alarm. ‘Stupid, stupid me! | don't have a half-brother, 
alright? This stupid world is getting to me... uh oh... wasn't it 
supposed to be a Secret?’ 


"WHAT?" Isaac looked over his shoulder, an equally alarmed 
expression on his face with a hint of betrayal and confusion 
in it. Mia cringed back in her seat, looking extremely guilty 
and angry at the same time, angry with Jenna for letting the 
secret out. Isaac stared dismayed at her, not paying 
attention to the road as the 4x4 car sped on down the busy 
motorway. 


"LOOK OUT!" Garet screeched suddenly, still focused on the 
road. He hadn't considered Jenna's outburst to be terribly 
important to him, it was evident, which could explain why he 
hadn't had the same reaction as Isaac. Isaac tore his 
heartbroken gaze away from Mia and screamed, jerking the 
wheel but it was too late, too sudden. 


The white van that had been bearing down on the somewhat 
smaller 4x4 struck the back soundly and the smaller vehicle 
went swerving on the road before striking the fender and 
Sailing over to roll rapidly down the grassy hillside. Those 
alarming, life-threatening moments passed in slow motion, 
sound effects including the screaming of the four people 
inside the 4x4 and the frightening sounds of crushing metal 
and screeching. Now they were being spun around and 
shaken as the vehicle rolled sharply down the hill and came 
to a rest just a few metres away from the lower road. Since it 
was summer, the grass was dry and now a Spark of life 
energised one little blade of grass and it emitted a spark of 
flame. The flame turned into more little flames, as the 
hungry fire devoured up the grass, streaking towards the 
upside down vehicle at an alarming rate. The engine of the 
4x4 had been severely smashed into by the collision with 
the fender and now oil trickled steadily out of it, splashing to 
the dry ground. If the fire reached the puddle of oil, then the 
vehicle would surely go up in flames, even explode. 


Jenna was dazed, but just about alive, yet ironically she was 
close to death without even knowing it, while her family and 
friends were close by, many of them expecting her to die for 
she was that close. The blood was rushing to her head, and 
she felt a lot of it all over her body too. She had a gash on 
her head, and it hurt, but she didn't care. Everything was 
silent, it was weird to experience such stillness and quiet 
after those few short, scary moments of screaming, spinning 
and noise. And she knew deep down that she was to blame 
for this happening, as if she had somehow been meant to do 
it, and that made her grin. Maybe if she died, she'd be gone, 
she wouldn't be stuck in this poxy world now, she might go 
back home. 


Her element was near, Jenna sensed it. She could smell the 
smoke through one of the smashed car windows, and she 
could hear people yelling in the distance as well as the 
sound of crackling flames coming ever near. Jenna was 
soothed by her element, the raging, destructive inferno that 
gave warmth and energy, and if she was going to die in this 
stupid world, she wouldn't mind dying in fire. 


At last, a swift flame struck the little, gleaming puddle of oil, 
shining in rainbow colours that glinted off its smooth black 
surface, and then the entire puddle was aflame, and the 
flames began to lick over the car, reaching towards the 
engine. The next thing Jenna knew, she was engulfed in a 
fiery explosion, but she had been waiting for it and she 
revelled in the feeling of her body being scorched by the 
fire, torn apart by the searing heat, and then that was it, 
Jenna was free of that terrible world, she knew nothing more 
as she embraced the cold grip of death. 


The sign that Jenna was still hanging on in life had ceased, 
as her chest stopped rising and her breathing stilled. 
Nobody noticed at first, but then it felt as if something was 


terribly wrong. Everybody turned their alarmed gazes to 
Jenna, at least those who hadn't already been watching her 
intensely, and a few deep breaths were taken as some of the 
Adepts prepared to ask, but Mia knew immediately what 
they expected. She unsteadily got up, walking towards 
Jenna's body while Isaac supported her. She placed two 
fingers upon Jenna's neck, checking for her pulse then 
exhaled deeply and shook her head, removing her hand. 


"I'm sorry..." Mia gasped out and Isaac anxiously wrapped his 
arms around her, leaning closely so that he could hear her 
frantic whispering. "I'm sorry, | really am... she..." 


"She's what?" Garet stared horrified at the still form of Jenna, 
his mouth wide open. "What?" 


"She's dead..." said Isaac stonily, turning his bleak eyes to 
the window and cursing everything that had happened so 
far. His words had a profound effect as everybody reacted to 
the news. It was as if everybody had actually been expecting 
Jenna to live, the way many of them started crying out loud. 
The few who didn't cry out loud chose to cry quietly, 
lingering in their silence. 


‘Where am I?' Jenna thought confusedly. Her mind was a 
blurry haze, she could see nothing and she could not move. 
She felt like she was floating, and she sensed that it was 
very cold, as if she was living in ice or something. There was 
no light, nothing that could be seen in the darkness. Jenna 
was drifting, floating away, but she was unaware of where 
she was going. She tried to speak, but she found that she 
could not, she could do nothing, just lie prone as she floated 
away. 'Am | dying?' Jenna thought in alarm. 'l was supposed 
to go home! Why aren't |? What's happening?’ 


"Didn't you want to die?" A melodious voice resonated 
around her. Jenna wasn't sure if it was in her head, coming 
from right next to her or was coming from something a very 
long way away. It seemed to be far off yet close by at the 
Same time and that was confusing. She figured out that it 
knew what she was thinking, so she would try talking to it in 
her thoughs, however weird it seemed. It would be just like 
thinking at Sheba to get lost when she tried reading Jenna's 
mind, except the situation wasn't funny, it was beginning to 
get scary. 


‘No... wait... maybe...’ Jenna was not sure. She wasn't sure 
what the voice was talking about. 'l wanted to die... back 
there... | was dying, | wanted to die... | wanted to die all 
along... it was horrible there... | couldn't live in it any 
longer... don't send me back...' 


"Are you sure you don't want to go back?" The voice 
sounded kind and pitying, yet firm and persuasive as if 
trying to tell her something. "Maybe you should be reminded 
what a lovely life you had so far, before it's too late to go 
back. You had your whole future ahead of you, it would be so 
wasteful to die so early." 


‘Hah!' Jenna thought bitterly. 'What are you talking about? 
That life was a lie, it wasn't real... | want to die, to stay away 
from that life, but if you have to remind me, then fine, go 
ahead, | don't care.' 


“Just watch," The voice told her and Jenna wondered how 
she could watch anything since it was so dark, but her 
question was soon answered as a blinding flash of light 
greeted her vision. She couldn't close her eyes to shut out 
the blinding light, so of course she curiously watched. 
"Watch." 


"Mommy, what's that nice smell?" Jenna asked, rushing into 
the kitchen, her shoulder length red hair flying out behind 
her. She was about five years old at the time, just a little 
child. Nicola smiled and reached out to pick her up, holding 
her against her bosom so that Jenna could see what was on 
the table and she beamed happily. "Cookies!" 


"My secret recipe," Nicola kissed the top of her daughter's 
head and picked one up, handing it to Jenna who happily 
grasped it and bit into it, little crumbs sprinkling onto her 
chin. "It's a family secret, and when you're old enough to 
cook and you're going to have a family of your own, you can 
have the recipe too and pass the secret on to your own 
children. Won't that be nice?" 


"| want some too," said a small voice and Jenna looked down 
to see a pair of big brown eyes staring defiantly up at her 
mother. She looked at her half bitten cookie and then held it 
out towards Felix, clearly meaning for him to take it since he 
asked, a goofy smile on her face. 


"This is how you play the game," Edward was lecturing Felix 
and Jenna, now eight and seven respectively. All three of 
them were standing on a bridge above the river, in Vale of 
course. He was holding a wooden stick in his hand, and so 
were his children. Edward turned to one side of the bridge 
and held out the stick over the gently running water. "You 
hold out the stick," Felix and Jenna did the same. "And then 
you drop it-" He released the stick, as did the children, and 
the sticks landed gently in the river. "And then we go to the 
other side and see whose stick comes first..." The three 
walked to the other side, and saw three sticks floating on the 
water, however they were so close together it was difficult to 
see which one came first, or even whose it was. 


"Aww," Jenna said in mild disappointment. "Now we don't 
know who came first." 


"That doesn't matter," Edward pulled his children close and 
hugged them, ruffling their hair fondly. "What matters is that 
you try, it's just a game and l'm proud of you both." 


"We're both going to be winners," Felix said, wearing a big 
grin on his face. "Both of us!" 


"Uh-huh!" Jenna nodded eagerly, wearing a similar 
expression. "That's right!" 


"Are you sure we should be going in there?" Isaac asked 
nervously, a timid eight-year-old. "I heard that the old man 
in there cooks children in that big pot of his! What if he tries 
to cook us or something?" 


"Don't be silly," Felix chided him, grinning in amusement. 
"It's all a silly little joke, nobody cooks children! Whoever 
told you that is probably just winding you up. Now we have 
to be quiet." 


"Why do we have to be quiet?" Garet of course had to 
question Felix's actions since he questioned a lot of things. 


"ust a game," Felix carefully pushed the door ajar and 
slipped through, his feet not making a sound upon the floor. 
Isaac, Garet and Jenna followed him in, equally as quietly. 
The room was dim, but there was milky sunlight flowing in 
through the window which provided some illumination and 
the children saw an old man hunched over a cauldron which 
had steam hissing out of it. The steam smelled funny, and 
Garet didn't like it. He rubbed his nose, but the funny 
feeling built up in his mouth and nose and in the end, he 
had to sneeze loudly. The old man straightened his back and 
turned to look at the four little Adept children. 


"AAAAAH!" Jenna rushed to hide behind Felix, grabbing onto 
the back of his shirt. "He's going to eat us! Do something, | 
don't want to be eaten!" 


"Hello," The old man said, smiling kindly. "What are your 
names? | am Kraden." 


And that was how they had become acquainted with Kraden, 
although whether it had been a good thing or not was 
questionable at a lot of times. Especially when he decided to 
talk too much about useless things. 


"Still nothing?" Jenna said stonily, standing besides Isaac 
who was sitting by the riverbank, staring fixedly at that 
Smashed up house where Jenna and her family had once 
lived, before the boulder of Mt. Aleph had taken it away. It 
had already been a few weeks now, how many she was not 
sure since it had all passed by in a painful blur. 


"They have stopped," Isaac said bitterly, looking up at her 
with his round blue eyes which were filled with a grief that 
was difficult to bear. "I can't believe they could have just 
stopped like that. | want my dad... but if he's dead... he's 
dead and they aren't going to find him, that's why they 
stopped... how could they? It's not fair!" 


"Don't talk like that, Isaac," said Jenna suddenly, furiously. 
Isaac flinched as if she had hit him, but she continued 
regardless of how he looked. "You shouldn't be talking like 
that! Okay, you lost your dad, but you've still got your 
mother and she needs you more than anything. Look at me, 
I've lost my whole family... they left me... I've got nothing 
left, but you've still got your mom, so... just... stop whining 
about it." 


"You've changed," Isaac got to his feet and tried to smile, 
but it fell flat. "You're right... it hurts... but | suppose we have 


to... we're both victims of it, you, me and my mom, we lost 
our family to that boulder, there's not many people who 
know what it's like. But | suppose that makes us strong, and 
we've got to stick together." 


"That's right, we've got to stick together," Jenna nodded 
Slowly. "We're best friends, and best friends stick together 
always, no matter what." 


"Hey, Jenna, | want to try something," Garet looked at her 
nervously, grinning foolishly. "Can | try it?" 


"What is it?" The 16-year-old asked impatiently, she was 
currently trying to burn a bush which was a part of 
practising her Psynergy. "I'm busy." 


"Can | kiss you?" Garet asked, his eyes wide. Jenna grinned 
evilly and nodded. Garet smiled and leaned forwards, but 
Jenna stopped him suddenly. 


"You have to stick your tongue out," Jenna advised him, still 
wearing a devious grin. Garet nervously did so, and he 
continued to lean forwards, his eyes closed so he did not see 
her teeth clamp down onto his tongue. 


"OUCH!" Garet leaped back, trying to grab at his throbbing 
tongue but of course he couldn't manage to clutch it which 
would only choke him anyway. "What did you do that for?" 


"Just a bit of fun," Jenna smirked. Garet looked hurt, and she 
immediately took pity when she saw he looked like a puppy 
who had just been kicked with the hurt in his deep brown 
eyes. "Aww, I'm sorry, really..." Jenna pulled him forwards in 
a hug and he embarassedly returned it. "Let's leave the 
kissing out of it though." 


'I want to go home...' Jenna thought desperately as more 
memories of her life flashed by, faster and quicker this time, 
memories of the journey around the world and the people 
they met. She realised now that the voice must have been 
talking about her real life all along but the thought that she 
had died there was somewhat alarming. How had it been 
possible? 'Take me home! 


"I knew you would see sense," said the voice with a hint of 
smugness, as well as happiness. "Then you shall now go 
home at once. Don't come back again until you are very old 
and it's really time to die!" 


Jenna immediately felt the sensation of waking up in a 
lovely, soft bed and she felt relaxed, but then the gnawing 
feeling in her stomach and the slight dizziness in her head 
made her feel otherwise. The room was quiet, far too quiet, 
but the air had a nice, fresh, natural smell and somehow she 
knew that she was really back home, back in the Vault inn 
with its beam walls that reminded her so much of Vale. 


Jenna turned her head and she saw her parents in each 
others' arms, her mother wailing loudly and her father also 
sobbing, albeit softer. They were sad, and Jenna wondered if 
they thought she was dead. Jenna turned her head the other 
way and she saw everybody else in the room with her. They 
were all crying, she could see their tears, their upset 
expressions, and she guessed that somehow she might just 
have died, and now everybody was grieving for her. Jenna 
wasn't sure if she should smile because it was clear 
everybody cared for her, or feel guilty that she had made 
everybody so sad. And nobody had noticed yet that she was 
alive, so she was just going to have to tell them. 


Grinning, she pulled back the duvet and clambered over her 
bed to tap Felix's head. His wide brown eyes met hers and 


her grin widened at his expression. 


"lam hungry," Jenna told him seriously, although it was 
difficult to hide the mischevious amusement in her voice. "I 
want some food. Can | have some now?" 


Everybody else in the room immediately looked up, and she 
delighted in looking at their numerous expressions, most of 
them registering shock or happiness, naturally. And then 
suddenly she was off the bed somehow and smothered in a 
flurry of hugs, and lots of questions which she couldn't hear 
because they were all being shouted out at once. 


"We thought you were dead!" Sheba pretended to look 
angry at Jenna although it was obvious she wasn't. "Don't 
ever do that again!" 


"How long was | asleep?" Jenna asked, somewhat muffled by 
her face being buried in her mother's chest while her father 
had his arms around both of them, and Felix as well, which 
was somewhat squashed. 


"One week!" Felix told her. "In fact you almost died... Mia 
said you had gone..." 


"| couldn't find a pulse!" Mia protested loudly so that he 
could hear her over the hubbub of voices, for even more 
people had come into the room now that Jenna was awake 
and a celebration was going on. "That's why | said it!" 


"What did you dream about?" Ivan asked curiously, looking 
intently at Jenna with a big smile on his face. "You were so 
cute when you were asleep, according to a lot of people. 
They said your face changed a lot, like you'd be looking 
happy then angry or something." 


"That's funny," Jenna frowned. "I can't have dreamt 
anything... because | don't remember a thing, only 
sleeping..." And that was true, for it transpired that her 
entire memory of the world she had been in during her coma 
had been wiped. It was like waking up from a very long sleep 
and forgetting what you dreamed about the night before, 
you just couldn't remember however hard you tried. "Oh! 
Food!" She exclaimed as Kay presented her a tray laden with 
food and drink. Jenna happily took the tray and sat down on 
the bed, hungrily scoffing and thirstily drinking. 


"| Knew | should have read her mind," Ivan joked in 
amusement. "Then | would know after all." 


"| don't think you would have wanted to," Sheba poked him. 
"She had very interesting expressions at times." 


"Me and Mia have an announcement to make," Isaac said 
suddenly. The room quietened down somewhat and 
everybody looked at Isaac curiously, Jenna still chewing 
slowly on a morsel. "Me and Mia..." Isaac grabbed her arm 
and pulled her close. "We are now together." 


"Oh! Isaac! I'm so proud of you!" Dora gushed in 
delightment over the whooping and cheering that ensued. "I 
knew you two could do it!" 


"It's still early days yet," Kyle said with a grin. "Wait until 
they get married." 


"We should definitely be next," Garet commented, sitting 
down next to Jenna and looking hopefully at her. "What do 
you think about that?" 


"Maybe," Jenna teased, her mouth spreading into a big grin. 
"Maybe someday." 


